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THE  WOOD   SPIRIL 


CHAPTER  I. 


Sad  and  drear  is  the  meeting  of  sea  and  shore 
on  the  western  coast  of  Jutland;  flattened 
hills  of  pale  herbless  sand  stretch  away  on 
either  side^  as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  in  the 
same  monotonous  undulation ;  scarcely  a  trace 
of  man  is  to  be  seen  in  that  melancholy  region, 
for  the  chain  of  sand-hills  that  runs  parallel 
with  the  sea,  at  some  distance  inland,  is  the 
boundary,  beyond  which  culture  and  civiliza- 
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tion  have  not  progressed.  Within  that  barrier 
rises  the  baronial  castle  and  the  lordly  hall ; 
there  wide  spread  domains,  covered  with  the 
fruits  of  earth,  repay  the  smiles  of  summer ; 
luxuriant  forests  shelter  the  cheerful  hamlet, 
and  the  wealthy  town  lifts  its  proud  steeples 
over  the  fertile  plain. 

But  he  who  wanders  on  the  flat  and  sterile 
shore,  that  spreads  between  the  highland  and 
tfie  sea,  may  not  guess  of  the  lovely  scenes  that 
lie  a  few  miles  distant  in  the  interior  of  the 
country.  Here  nothing  but  desolation  meets 
his  eye,  the  ceaseless  sounding  waves  roll  over 
.the  sandy  flats,  and  the  unstable  soil  shakes 
with  their  approaching  thunder.  Often  the 
howling  waters  assume  a  leaden  hue,  and 
heavily  and  slowly  as  molten  lead  they  fall  on 
that  desolate  beach  which  every  billow  seems 
to  narrow  and  threatens  to  ingulph.  Then  pale 
and  massy  clouds  come  rolling  over  the  sky. 
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shaped  like  craggy  precipices^  and  suddenly 
from  those  aerial  rocks  downward  leaps  the 
gushing  cataract,  not  like  the  mild  tears  of  a 
southern  sky^  but  one  unbroken  flood  of  im- 
petuous vrater — anon  arises  the  wind^  the  rack 
of  the  scattered  tempest^  shorn  of  its  power^  is 
driven  over  the  woods  of  Jutland^  that  spark- 
ling beneath  the  re-appearing  sun,  smile  through 
the  tears  of  the  storm.  The  angry  sea  chides 
louder  amid  the  broken  islands  that  sentinel 
the  shore,  and  keep  even  the  adventurous 
mariner  from  the  unsheltered  waste. 

These  however  were  not  the  features  of  this 
strand  in  olden  time;  it  was  then  a  lovely 
scene.  Then  swelling  hills  heaved  their  green 
bosoms  to  the  sea,  whose  blue  waters  gladly 
danced  at  their  base  as  proud  to  image  so 
much  beauty.  Their  summits  wore  a  crown  of 
weeping  birch — weeping  ?  Oh  !  if  the  birch 
doth  weep,  its  tears  are  tears  of  joy,  for  never 
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was  there  a  lovelier  tree,  never  a  brighter  green 
than  in  its  sparkling  leaf; — see  how  it  lifts  its 
graceful  form,  screening  the  spotless  white  of 
its  pure,  soft  boughs  beneath  an  emerald  veil, 
and  when  its  proud  height  would  overtop  the 
tallest  child  of  the  forest,  see  how  it  bends  its 
gentle  brow  in  modesty,  how  its  slender  boughs 
wave  down  kind  greeting  to  the  earth. 

Once  it  was  thus.  The  verdant  birch  bloomed 
along  that  altered  coast  unto  the  very  verge  of 
the  waters,  glad  villages  were  scattered  in  the 
then  sheltered  bays,  sacred  fanes  arose  amid 
darkhng  groves,  and  lordly  castles  crowned  the 
peopled  heights.  Gay  commerce  spread  her 
many  sails  upon  the  sea,  the  rustling  cable 
sounded  in  the  quick -thronged  harbour,  and 
the  mariner's  fitful  lay  challenged  the  wild 
Bong  of  the  landborn  peasant ;  the  morning 
and  evening  bell  of  the  sequestered  convent 
came  ringing  through  the  trembhng  trees  to 
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remind  that  all  this  happiness  was  given  of 
God.  Alas  !  that  it  should  have  passed  !  what 
envying  demon  could  have  marred  so  soft  a 
scene  ?  or  was  it  for  the  sins  of  man  that 
desolation  sought  his  dwelling? 

Centuries  had  flown  in  peace^  and  the  happy 
owners  of  those  secluded  regions^  far  from  the 
storms  of  the  world,  might  have  dwelt  for 
ever  in  tranquillity,  had  not  the  restless  spirit, 
ever  the  companion  of  man,  in  solitudes  even 
as  in  cities,  brought  upon  them  the  wrath  of 
the  dark  gods  of  ocean. 

Commerce  had  sought  those  shores,  wealth 
flowed  into  those  stormless  harbours,  but  the 
inscrutable  powers  of  the  sea  would  claim 
their  sacrifice.  The  exultant  mariner  left  his 
home  in  the  glad  spirit  of  hope — from  the 
north  and  the  west  and  the  south,  the  buoyant 
breeze  came  with  cheering  tidings  and  with 
happy  hearts; — bnt  Ae,  for  wbom  many  a  tear 
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dimmed  the  bright  blue  eye  of  love,  many  a 
sigh  lifted  the  blonde  lock  from  the  snowy 
breast,  he,  the  loved  one,  came  not  again ! — 
Mayhap  the  encroaching  waves  would  snatch 
their  tribute  from  the  land — mayhap  they 
would  whelm  some  lonely  cot,  and  cause  some 
sorrowing  brows  amid  the  village  throng; 
rare  was  it,  however,  that  the  ocean  thus 
asserted  its  sovereignty  of  that  shore,  and 
often,  like  a  lenient  lord,  it  gave  back  those 
for  whom  one  had  long  ceased  to  sorrow,  and 
almost  ceased  to  hope ;  yet  man,  whose  per- 
verse nature  is  too  frequently  corrupted  by 
prosperity  and  spoiled  by  kindness,  murmured 
at  the  powers  of  the  sea,  and  with  rash  hands 
attempted  to  resist  them.  Then  was  it  that  the 
dyke  was  raised,  the  haven  dug,  the  indignant 
waters  repelled  from  their  own  domain,  or 
imprisoned  in  their  rightful  dwelling,  and 
vain  presumption !  even  over  the  unfathomed 
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wild  of  ocean  man  dared  to  claim  dominion. 
Far  over  the  seas  blazed  the  beacon's  light, 
signal  answered  signal  from  hill  to  hiH^  the 
sturdy  bark  careered  through  idly  struggliiig 
waves,  and  despite  their  anger  reached  the  buU 
warked  bay ;  even  its  depths  were  not  safe  fix>m 
the  invading  hand^  its  most  secret  treasures  were 
brought  to  light — its  mysteries  about  to  be  un- 
veiled. Then  at  last  its  dread  powers,  who  had 
loDg  impatiently  gazed  upon  these  daring 
vanities,  but  still  in  pity  had  withheld  their 
wrath,  now  roused  by  each  rapidly  succeeding 
attack,  lifted  the  voice  of  war  and  hurled 
the  weight  of  their  anger  upon  the  race  of 
man. 

It  was  a  dreary  morning  of  November  5  un- 
natural sounds  and  frightful  winds  had  sud- 
denly called  the  inhabitants  of  the  coast  from 
their  slumbers,  a   trembling  was   felt  in  the 
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earth — huge  jagged  masaes  of  black  cloud 
floated  low  iu  the  sky,  and  the  eddying  wind 
piercing  their  inner  edges  tore  from  them 
heets  of  unparted  water,  and  dashed  them  on 
the  earth.  The  affrighted  villagers  rushing  to 
the  huge  vibrating  dykes,  that  shook  like 
reeds  before  the  impending  ruin,  beheld  how 
vain  were  the  works  of  their  hands.  They 
gazed  aghast  upon  the  sea ;  an  unusual  com- 
motion raged  upon  its  surface — slowly  and 
majestically  it  lifted  its  mighty  form  till  on  a 
level  with  the  highest  rim  of  the  still  resisting 
dyke.  Suddenly  there  came  a  mighty  sound. 
It  was  heard  in  the  south,  it  was  heard  in  the 
north,  and  farther  and  farther  to  the  north 
and  to  the  south,  arose  that  anful  voice. 
From  signal  hill  to  signal  hill  it  burst  with 
its  redoubling  thunders ! — It  was  the  war 
trump  of  the  advancing  waters ! 
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Still  the  dyke  resisted^  and  the  haggard 
group  gathered  upon  it  stood  intently  gazing 
on  the  approaching  death.  Again  there  came 
that  thundering  sound — it  shook  the  mighty 
dyke  to  its  base.  The  hills  tottered^  the  earth 
trembled^  the  clouds  were  cleft  with  its  gigantic 
echo^  and  with  a  leap^  and  with  a  shout  like 
that  of  the  archangel's  trumpet,  high  over  the 
prostrate  mound  swept  the  surf-plumed  armies 
of  the  ocean !  Down  sunk  the  hills  beneath 
their  awful  charge — the  shrieks  of  dying  thou- 
sands,  the  fall  of  crushed  castles — the  loud 
death  of  the  levelled  earth  were  as  nought  with 
the  thunder  of  one  single  wave  \ 

It  is  past !  Where  earth  had  been  fair,  is 
desolation,  where  had  been  the  abode  of  beauty 
is  horror,  and  as  the  waters  sweep  back  in  con« 
quering  majesty,  well  may  their  spirits — stern 
as  they  are — pity  the  havoc  they  had  made  and 
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spread  over  the  ruins  of  so  fair  a  scene^  a  wind- 
ing sheet  of  pale  white  melancholy  sand.  The 
ministering  waves  laid  it  over  them,  and  in  pity 
receding  from  the  shore,  sang  a  low  sad  dirge 
above  the  tomb  of  happiness^ 
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CHAPTER    IL 


Half  a  century  had  passed  since  this  catas* 
trophe,  and  none  again  attempted  to  people  that 
devoted  coast ;  but  the  survivors,  withdrawing 
to  within  the  chain  of  sand-covered  hills  that 
stretch  along  the  sea,  against  which  they  seem 
the  natural  bulwark  of  the  country,  left  all 
beyond  to  the  ravages  of  the  waves. 

Superstition  clothed  that  deserted  tract  with 
the  wildest  tales,  aod  he  whom  ehance  might 
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lead  within  its  precincts,  often  thought  he 
heard  other  sounds  than  the  moaning  of  the 
waters  and  the  howling  of  the  winds,  and  that 
he  beheld  more  than  the  beaten  shingles  and 
the  falling  spray. 

Years  had  flown,  the  memory  of  that  dread- 
ful inundation  still  lived,  the  picture  of  its 
horrors  was  not  forgotten,  but  the  effacing 
pencil  of  time  had  softened  down  its  first 
sharp  lines  of  woe.  Alas  1  the  sorrovTs  of 
our  ancestors  are  but  as  tales  that  amuse  us. 

The  more  a  people  is  separated  from  inter- 
course with  neighbouring  nations,  the  more  it 
cultivates  its  reooUeotions  of  former  ages,  and 
well  might  the  dwellers  in  that  northern  land 
seek  converse  with  the  shades  of  eld ;  for 
■eldom  was  it  that  the  stranger  crossed  the 
waves  of  the  Qyder,  and  pressed  the  green 
turf  of  Jutland,  though  its  groves  were  as  fair, 
and  its  plains  as  rich  as  those  of  many  a  more 
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southern  clime.  Nor  did  the  children  of  the 
land  often  pass  its  bounds  in  quest  of  other 
scenes;  but  the  noble  liyed  contented  in  his 
own  proud  castle,  and  oared  not  to  mix  in  the 
strife  of  kings,  or  the  intrigues  of  courts,  that 
agitated  Europe  in  the  middle  ages.  The  serf, 
unharassed  by  the  ravages  of  war,  to  which 
nearly  all  the  neighbouring  countries  were 
exposed,  lived  beneath  the  not  heavy  yoke  of 
his  lord  in  comparative  tranquillity,  for  the 
shout  of  the  Friedlander,  and  the  banner  of 
Tilly  were  then  unknown — the  southern  war- 
blast  had  not  yet  awakened  so  northern  an 
echo. 

Well  then  might  the  humble  villagers  of 
Roscoe  marvel  what  could  bring  to  so  seques- 
tered a  spot  the  lofty  stranger  whom  the  close 
of  a  bright  autumn  evening  saw  descending 
into  their  valley,  and  well  might  his  appearance 
raise  their  wonder,  for  neither  his  habit  nor  his 
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arms  were  of  a  northern  clime.  No  weighty 
breast-plate,  no  cumbrous  furs,  no  massive 
battle-axe — but  the  light  coat  of  chain  mail 
refulgent  in  gold ;  the  snow-white  scarf  and 
vest,  adorned  with  the  badge  of  a  regal  house  ; 
the  graceful  casque,  with  its  wavy  plumes ;  the 
long  and  slender  lance  and  jewelled  scymitar ; 
all  told  of  honors  won  in  the  far  south. 

Slowly  the  stranger  wound  down  the  green 
hills  that  led  to  the  little  hamlet  of  Roscoe> 
and  often  did  he  rein  in  his  cobI  black  steed,  and 
gaze  earnestly  across  the  valley  to  where  the 
horizon  was  marked  by  a  long  line  of  white 
sand-hills,  half  mingling  in  distance  with  the 
sea,  which  appeared  between  their  hollows. 
Lingeringly  he  descended  the  downward  path, 
till  the  nearer  heights  and  woods  excluded  the 
more  remote  objects  from  his  view,  then  paus- 
ing in  one  of  the  loveliest  scenes  fancy  could 
picttu^ ;  melancholy  memories  seemed  to  crowd 
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upon  him,  axkl  bis  thougbta  to  wander  back 
through  a  far  distance  of  time  and  space. 

It  is  a  faiiy  spot,  that  smiling  vale  of  Roscoe ; 
methink  even  now  I  stand  upon  the  hill,  on 
which  the  wanderer  paused,  gazing  on  its 
beauties;  a  swelling  mound  that  runs  forth 
like  a  hill-peninsula,  sent  from  the  loftier 
heights  behind  it,  into  the  depths  of  the  valley. 
A  wild  coronal  of  birch  waves  on  its  brow, 
shaking  its  musical  tassels  to  the  evening 
breeze ;  a  peal  of  natmral  bells  in  the  cathedral 
of  forest. 

Behind,  to  the  east^  rise  gentle  aclivities, 
forming  an  undulating  horizon  of  purple  heath, 
green  lichen^  and  autumnal  flowers;  on  the 
northern  side  of  Roscoe,  they  assume  a  bolder 
shape,  building  a  waU  of  craggy  precipice 
between  their  valley  and  the  polar  storms— yet 
even  there  they  wear  no  fi*own,  but  the  rich 
green  of  the  pine  forest  is  wreathed  around 
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them,  and  the  pure  stream  leaps  from  their 
caverns  with  mysterious  murmur,  waking 
contiaual  whisperings  amid  the  bending 
boughs.  Deep  seated  in  its  rocky  recess,  with 
grey  turrets,  scarce  rising  above  the  pines, 
stands  the  monastery  of  Saint  Emmeran. 
Bright  groves  of  birch  and  maple,  with  the 
graceful  larch  clothing  the  western  heights, 
and  pencilling  their  boughs  in  rich  etching 
against  the  sunset  sky,  exclude  the  distant  view 
of  the  sea  and  its  lone  white  boundary,  while 
on  the  south,  the  eye  may  wander  far  over  rich 
undulatiug  plains,  studded  with  castles  and 
baronial  seats,  till  all  is  lost  in  the  same  blue 
line  of  mingling  earth  and  air;  the  western 
and  eastern  hills  diverging  more  and  more  as 
they  range  away  towards  Germany,  leave  open 
to  the  view  an  almost  boundless  extent  of 
varied  scenery.  It  is  as  though  the  spirit  of 
the  valley  stretched  forth  its  longing  arms  to, 
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the  mild  glories  of  the  souths  and  waved  its 
birchen  tresses  to  win  the  southern  air. 

What  endless  lands  lie  beyond  that  open- 
ing !  gaze  away  over  yon  plains,  extend  thy 
mental  vision  over  the  Eyder^  the  Elbe^  and 
the  Rhine;  their  broad  tides  roll  through 
varied  scenes  and  differing  people.  Gods  of 
the  mighty  streams !  what  see  you  not  on 
your  wanderings  ?  what  tell  you  not  in  the  halls 
of  Father  Ocean,  when  ye  all  floif  in  with 
tidings  of  the  earth;  ye  are  the  paths  on 
which  the  children  of  the  sea  visit  their 
brethren  of  the  land.  Often  do  they  come 
from  the  depth  of  waters  in  the  mysterious 
tide,  and  the  streams  descend  from  their 
mountains  to  meet  them.  They  converse  in 
their  waves,  and  then  again  they  part,  and 
the  ebb  flows  back  to  the  main. 

How  often  when  peace    sat    smiling   amid 
harvests  on  your  shores    came    the  storm  of 


18  THE     WOOD     SPIRIT. 

war^  and  the  mountain  rills  rolled  redly  down- 
ward, but  here  in  this  sweet  vale  the  din  of 
battle  rageth  not,  the  blows  that  strike  down 
the  towers  of  southern  palaces  wake  not  even 
an  echo  in  yon  grey  convent  turrets. 

The  knightly  wanderer,  who  had  come  from 
those  proud  streams,  so  often  defiled  by  man, 
might  well  wander  back  in  thought  to  their 
banks,  remembering  how  he  had  spurred  his 
charger  through  the  lines  of  battle  and  lifted 
the  bright  lance  in  the  joyous  tournament. 
And  now,  now  he  is  far  from  them,  far  from 
courts  and  camps  in  a  northern  land,  in 
an  unknown  hamlet  !  Doth  his  young  heart 
beat  for  ought  he  hath  lefl  behind?  He 
throws  his  visor  up  as  though  to  ease  the  hot 
press  of  burning  thoughts ;  no !  there  is  a 
smile  upon  his  face,  a  welcoming  smile,  as  he 
looks  down  upon  the  groves  of  Uoscoe,  which 
lie  at  his  feet,  bosomed   amid  green   meadows 
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on  the  eastern  side  of  the  valley.  The  stream 
that  wandered  forth  from  the  rocks  in  playful 
wide  sweeping  meanderings^  now  verging  to- 
wards the  eastern^  then  again  wending  towards 
the  western  hills^  like  a  child  that  surrounded 
with  things  of  beauty,  now  turns  to  one,  then 
to  the  other,  wishing  to  grasp  them  all,  found 
a  broader  bed  as  it  reached  the  southern  ex- 
tremity of  Roscoe,  and  spread  into  a  lake  so 
bright  and  silvery  ye  might  have  deemed  it  a 
star  that  had  fallen  from  heaven,  and  melted 
in  its  light.  The  shades  of  evening  closed — 
the  stranger  knight  again  spurred  his  steed 
down  the  hill,  and  crossing  the  hamlet,  hurried 
on  to  the  monastery  of  Saint  Emmeran. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


V--  .    ** 


It  was  night. —In  the  Prior's  cell  of  Saint 
Emmeran  sat  a  warrior  and  a  priest — a  lone- 
some lamp  lit  their  confessional^  and  nought 
but  the  vault-echo  listened  to  their  words. 

Holy  father !  The  first  sounds  I  heard  were 
the  notes  of  war ;  for  on  the  day  of  my  birth, 
in  the  camp  of  Conrad  of  Hohenstaufen,  hia 
troops  were  marshalled  to  guard  him  to  his 
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new  ascended  throne.    The  first  sights  I  saw 
were  arms  and  waving  banners. 

My  first  jrears  were  passed  in  the  Court  of 
Conrad^  but  his  Court  was  a  camp^  and  his 
reign  a  ceaseless  battle  through  his  ruined 
states.  The  first  tidings  I  was  able  to  under- 
stand^ were  the  murder  of  my  emperor  by  his 
half  brother  Manfred,  who  usurped  the  vacant 
throne.  Horror  succeeding  horror,  and  crime 
on  crime  were  the  schools  in  which  I  was 
taught. 

Deprived  early  of  a  mother's  care,  had  it 
not  been  for  the  mercy  of  heaven  I  might 
have  become  as  the  wretches  that  were  around 
me.  But  Thaddeus  of  Suessa  was  the  friend 
of  my  father,  and  through  his  guidance  I  was 
led  into  the  paths  of  virtue.  He  told  me  how 
my  sire  had  come  from  our  northern  land  to 
fight  under  the  banners  of  the  cross  and  of 
the  second  Frederic ;  he  told  me  the  fate  of 
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the  injured  monarch,  and  he  wept  as  he  told 
— likewise  of  his  christian  Crusade,  the  only 
one  that  deserved  not  a  curse,  for  the  Emperor 
gained  that  through  his  justice  and  forbear- 
ance, which  had  been  tried  in  vain  by  arms ; 
he  told  me  also  how  my  father  fell  in  the 
ranks  of  Ezzelino  de  Romano,  who,  still  faith- 
fully fighting  for  the  rights  of  his  Emperor, 
asserted  his  authority  in  his  absence.  He 
related  how  discord  tore  the  world  at  the  death 
of  Conrad;  how  the  church  was  made  the 
footstool  of  ambition;  how  courts  were  the 
seats  of  crime,  and  camps  the  abode  of  bri- 
gands. 

He  unfolded  to  me  the  glories  of  the  house 
of  Hohenstaufen,  and  his  heart  warmed  at  the 
recital.  Three  sons  of  that  house  still  re- 
mained, Manfred  the  murderer,  Entius  the 
captive,  and  Conradin  the  fugitive — in  the 
last  his  hopes  centered,  for  the  youthful  prince 
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was  worthy  of  his  fathers.  Thaddeus  led  me 
to  him^  and  the  bonds  of  friendship  bound  me 
to  the  young  and  landless  monarchy  with 
whom  I  fled  through  the  warm  hills  of  Italy; 
and  often  when  in  the  melancholy  twilight  as 
the  sun  set  over  the  sea^  we  climbed  some  lone 
height  of  the  Appennine,  and  Conradin  a  home- 
less emperor,  looked  over  the  wide  and  lovely 
land  that  should  be  his.  I  gazed  alternately  on 
him  and  on  the  setting  sun,  and  scarcely 
knew  which  was  the  proudest  sight — the 
golden  front  of  the  sinking  fire,  or  the  pale 
brow  of  the  falling  Prince  !  The  dark  clouds 
that  rolled  in  the  west,  but  could  not  dim  the 
sun  ;  the  vapours  of  adversity  that  swept  round 
Conradin,  but  could  not  bow  his  spirit !  and  I 
thought  the  noblest  sight  on  earth,  is  the 
struggle  of  a  noble  heart  with  misfortune. 

Some   there    were    who  dared     brave    the 
thunder    of  the   Vatican,   the    arms    of   An- 
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jou,  and  the  steel  of  traitors,  for  the  sake 
of  their  injured  Prince,  often  would  a  valiant 
heart  descend  the  icy  Alps  and  wander  to 
our  almost  silent  camp ;  in  a  short  time  a 
a  goodly  show  of  broad  German  swords  had 
gathered  around  the  tent  of  the  exile,  and  soon 
his  young  arm  made  known  its  deeds  of  prow- 
ess to  the  sofl  Italians,  and  the  dastard 
brigands  fled  before  his  lance. — With  the 
imperial  crown  on'  his  sable  helmet,  but  clad 
in  the  hue  of  mourning,  he  was  the  first  in  the 
charge  and  foremost  in  the  breach ;  every  lance 
and  airow  were  aimed  at  that  heart — every 
sword  was  drawn  to  cleave  that  brow,  and  yet 
like  the  youthful  lion  he  dashed  them  from 
him,  and  struck  through  the  raging  tide  that 
rolled  over  Ma  throne.  But  the  storm  gather- 
ed deeper  and  darker  around  him,  and  sad 
tidings  of  misfortune  came  from  the  plains. 
Manfred  had  fallen  at  Benevento  a  hero,  though 
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a  murderer.    The  lovely  Entius  had  died  a 
captive,  and  a  King  at  Bologna^  and  the  dis- 
loyal    prelate^  who   still  trembled  before  the 
regal  arm  of  Conradin^   had    summoned    the 
tyrant  of  Anjou^  to  aid  him  in  his  rebellion  ; 
and  Charles  obeyed  the  command  of  Clemens. 
Then  it  was  that  the  young  hero*  stood  alone 
against  a  world  in  arms ; — then  it  was  that  his 
heart  beat  prouder^  and  his  virtues  lent  a  glory 
to  his  landless  diadem. — Often  have  I  seen 
him  overthrow  the  towers    of  his    enemies ; 
often  have  I  heard  the  Appennines  reverberate 
to  his  battle  shout^  and  the  war  song  of  the 
German  soldier  roll  away  amidst  their  hollows 
louder  than  their  native  thunder !  and  where 
are  they  now,  those  sounds  ?   There  lives  not 
even  an  echo  !  Often  have  I  seen  his  banners 
wave  from   the  heights  like  sunlit    thunder- 
clouds^ and  flow  above  the  gleaming  lines  of 
lances  that  fringed  them  with  their  lightnings, 
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and  where  are  they  now? — The  very  trace 
where  the  bolt  fell  is  no  more !  often  has  the 
serf^  whom  he  had  saved  from  oppression 
blessed  his  youthful  arms,  and  the  captive 
whom  he  had  freed  from  a  dungeon  thanked 
him  for  a  second  birth.  Then  would  the 
kingly  spirit'which  was  entombed  in  his  hearty 
and  shrouded  by  adversity,  beam  once  more 
from  his  eyes,  and  a  glow  of  god-like  triumph 
light  his  lofty  brow. 

Bright,  though  brief,  success  crowned  his 
endeavours,  and  he  moved  a  Ejng  through 
Italy.  But  the  host  of  Anjou  countless  and 
dark,  came  down  the  snowy  Alps,  and  many 
a  brave  brow  paled^  and  many  a  false  heart 
joyed  at  its  approach ;  the  Gallic  tyrant  came 
powerful  in  overwhelming  numbers,  with  the 
chivalry  of  France ;  and  the  faithless  of  Italy 
soon  joined  his  standard — it  was  then  that 
Conradin  assumed   a  kinglier  port — the  triple 
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crown  blazed  on  bis  bead^  and  the  imperial 
ensigns  waved  over  bis  tent*  In  the  migestj 
of  an  Emperor,  be  bore  down  to  meet  bis 
deadly  foe^  for  that  foe  was  worthy  of  his 
arms.  It  was  evening  when  we  reached  the 
heights  of  Scurcola ;  beneath^  in  the  plains^ 
spread  the  countless  powers  of  France^  their 
murmur  came  up  the  hills  like  the  stormfall 
of  an  ocean — the  booming  of  a  death-surge  to 
our  hopes !  our  small^  but  valiant  band,  en- 
camped along  the  heights  in  melancholy 
silence^  whilst  the  oriflamme  flaunted  in  the 
evening  sun^  in  the  centre  of  the  rich  plains 
below*  , 

Conradin  seized  the  huge  banner  of  Hoben- 
staufen,  waved  it  in  the  air  to  win  the  breeze, 
then  planted  it  firmly  in  the  ground. — Bravely 
it  unrolled  to  the  wind ;  and  the  sun,  alas !  it 
was  a  setting  sun,  printed  a  consecrating  kiss 
upon  its  regal    field.      A    melancholy    smile 
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passed  over  the  proud  and  lovely  face  of  the 
exile^  whilst  he  knelt  in  its  shadow  and  said: — 
^'  Soldiers !  to-morrow  by  that  banner  we  will 
live  or  die  !''  The  kneeling  host  repeated  the 
words,  but  I  heard  nought  save— *^  to-morrow 
we  will  die  1" 
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CHAPTER  IV, 


Thb  morning  came — the  morn  of  Scurcola^ 
a  bright  and  lovely  mom.  Our  troops  had 
passed  the  night  under  arms^  and  in  prayer^ 

ft 

in  anxious  expectation  of  the  approaching 
battle^  and  we  hailed  with  something  akin  Co 
joy  the  birth  of  the  first  mountain  shadow  that 
fell  from  the  Appennine,  and  pointed  with  grey 
tinger  to  the  hostile  camp.  As  the  mist  rolled 
away  from  the  plains, we  could  see  the  count  les 
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army  of  Anjou  ranged  in  order  of  battle  below. 
The  Italian  troops,  and  other  auxiliaries  occu- 
pying the  centre^  the  gold  of  their  armour, 
re-gilt  by  the  morning  sun,  formed  a  compact 
and  glittering  phalanx.  On  either  flank  \;rere 
placed  the  men  at  arms,  the  flower  of  the  Gallic 
chivalry.  These  formed  the  first  line  of  the 
hostile  battle.  On  their  left  was  a  thick  wood, 
which  covered  the  northern  side  of  the  plain, 
and  hid  a  part  of  their  order  from  our  view. 
To  their  right  they  were  sheltered  by  a  ravine 
and  broken  ground. 

Their  second  line  was  placed  at  a  consider- 
able distance  from  the  first,  and  was  composed 
of  the  body  guard  and  household  troops  of 
Charles^  who  headed  them  in  person.  There 
might  be  seen  the  oriflamme  rolling  like  a  cloud 
over  the  shining  host,  and  throwing  its  shade 
of  glory  over  the  chivalry  of  Gaul. 

To  attack  so  overwhelming  a  force  with  our 
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slender  powers  was  rash  indeed^  but  there  was 
no  alternative,  for  fresh  troops  from  Lombardy 
and  Rome  were  approaching  to  assail  our  rear. 
They  were  already  within  a  day^s  march^  and  to 
resist  their  combined  numbers  would  have  been 
certain  destruction  ;  to  escape  from  them  im- 
possible ;  we  therefore  determined  on  receiving 
the  enemy,  and  in  case  of  his  remaining 
inactive,  on  forcing  him  to  battle.  The  morn- 
ing  mist  sheltered  our  scanty  numbers  from 
his  view,  and  perceiving  the  advantage  this 
gave,  Conradin  determined  upon  sudden  onset. 
His  German  phalanx,  as  the  most  trusty  and 
the  bravest,  he  placed  in  the  centre,  in  two 
divisions,  the  second  to  act  in  reserve,  and 
support  the  wings,  which,  consisting  princi- 
pally of  ItaUans,  had  to  resist  the  far-famed 
cavalry  of  Anjou,  against  which,  we  could 
scarcely  oppose  a  single  squadron  of  horse. 
Before  us  waved  the  banner  of  Hohenstaufen — 
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the  last  time  it  should  stream  in  the  air  over 
an  imperial  brow  !  Bravely  it  wa\-ed  that  day, 
for  bold  hearts  beat  under  its  shadow.  The 
evening  came,  and  the  banner  was  not  there ; 
the  hearts  of  its  defenders  were  cold,  and  the 
house  of  Hohenstaufen  was  but  a  name  ! 

In  silence  we  descended  from  the  heights, 
and  as  the  first  gleams  of  our  array  broke  from 
their  ciisty  shroud,  a  shout,  long  and  prolonged, 
ran  along  the  Gallic  line,  and  found  its  echo 
among  the  fading  stars.  Like  a  torrent  of  fire, 
our  sunlit  battle  rushed  down  towards  the  plain, 
voiceless  and  swift,  but  a  thunder  rolled  along 
with  it  in  its  course,  as  the  earth  shook  beneath 
its  tread.  The  army  of  Anjou  stood  firm  to 
receive  our  charge,  and  soon,  with  the  crash  of 
a  bursting  storm,  the  German  guard  broke  upon 
its  glittering  centre.  There  was  a  momentary 
struggle,  and  then  the  snowy  plumes  and  wavy 
banners  of  the  Itahan  force  rolled  back  in  tu- 
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multuous  floods^  as  in  one  compact  serried 
body  the  brave  soldiers  of  the  empire  piessed 
steadily  onward.  The  cavalry  of  France  moved 
not  from  their  position,  but  stood  an  impene- 
trable wall  on  either  side,  while  their  centre 
was  swept  from  between  them.  They  easily 
repulsed  the  irregular  onset  of  Conradin's 
Italian  troops,  who  fell  back  apon  the  hills  in 
great  disorder  to  where  the  young  Emperor 
stood  at  the  head  of  his  guard,  watching  the 
progress  of  the  first  attack,  and  commanding  a 
view  of  the  whole  plain  below.  Still  fled  the 
hostile  centre  towards  its  reserve,  and  still  we 
beheld  pressing  onward  that  serried  band,  like  a 
small  dark  bark  amid  the  ocean  of  its  foes.  It 
reached  the  open  space  between  the  first  and 
second  line  of  the  enemy — then  burst  the  first 
shout  from  that  gallant  body,  and  we  could  hear 
it  ascending  heavenward,  the  spontaneous 
offering  of  brave  hearts  to  God !     To  the  right 
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and  to  the  left  through  the  open  space  dispersed 
the  flying  foe,  and  parting,  like  a  cloud, 
disclosed  the  impenetrable  phalanx  of  the 
French  reserve.  Our  brave  Germans,  confi- 
dent of  victory,  prepared  to  rush  on  the  firm 
line  that  stood  before  theiUj  but  they  had  pro- 
gressed further  than  had  been  the  intention  of 
their  leader,  and  the  attack  on  the  wings  of  the 
enemy,  on  which  the  result  of  the  battle 
mainly  depended,  had  proved  a  failure. 

Conradin,  seeing  their  exposed  situation,  and 
the  discomfiture  of  bis  Italian  troops,  naved 
the  banner  of  Hohenstaufen,  and  leading  his 
body  guard  to  the  charge,  bore  down  with  all 
his  power  upon  the  hostile  line  to  support  his 
victorious  centre;  but  as  we  charged  down  the 
^^^H  hills,  I  gazed  upon  the  plain,  and  oh  God !  the 
^^^H  sight  was  changed — still  the  gallant  band  stood 
^^^B  firm,  a  dark  spot,  the  urn  of  glory  and  virtue, 
r  amidst  the  vast  numbers  of  the  enemy ;  but  it 
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grew   less  and  less  as  I  beheld,  and  vainly  it 
struggled  to  reach  the  immoveable  phalanx 
before  it,  while  from  either  side,  as  it  advanced, 
poured  the  engines  of  death  that  mowed  it  down 
by  ranks;  even  amid  the    din  of   battle,  the 
groan  of  the  balista,  and  the  loud  rush  of  the  hur- 
led rock  was  heard ;  the  false  flight  of  the  enemy 
had  intentionally  led  to  this   spot    of  ruin. 
Conradin  beheld  it  too  late,  but  with  a  brow 
unchanged,  and  voice  of  thunder,  he  marshalled 
on  his  reserve  to  the  rescue  of  his  environed 
phalanx.     I  saw  no  more,  for  the  tide  of  battle 
swept  around  me,  and  rumours  spread  rapidly 
among  our  ranks  that  our  wings  were  again 
beaten,  and    the    interminable  lines    of   the 
French      chivalry     closing      in     upon     our 
rear.      Still   we    struggled    onward,    and    all 
immediately  opposed  to  us  bore  back  before 
the  sweep  of  our  German  swords..    At  this  mo- 
ment, Conradin  joined  ua  through  the  press  with 
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a  reinforcement ;  the  6ush  of  battle  sat  on  every 
brow,  but  Conradin's  was  pale  as  death ;  the 
crown  bore  heavily  on  his  temples  in  that  hour! 
His  presence  thus,  told  us  our  fate  !  Our  only 
chance  of  success  now  laid  in  rejoining  our 
centre  which  Had  been  and  might  yet  be  vic- 
torious. The  presence  of  their  Emperor  and 
his  inspiring  words,  reassured  our  fainting 
troops ;  steadily  and  bravely  they  connnued  to 
advance ;  high  and  untouched,  still  flowed  the 
banner  of  Hohenstaufen  ;  and  the  last  heir  of 
its  name,  with  the  imperial  crown  on  his  god- 
like brow,  the  mark  of  every  steel,  and  admired 
of  every  beholder,  threw  himself  at  the  bead 
of  his  faithful  soldiers  and  heralded  the  way  to 
death.  The  hostile  legions  fell  back  before 
him,  but  soon  we  heard  the  rush  of  cavalry  in 
our  rear — we  paused,  and  with  the  shock  of  an 
overwhelming  ocean  they  burst  upon  our  un- 
covered  line.     Attacked   on   every    side,  with 
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numbers  momentarilj  diminishing,  Conradin 
still  resisting  to  the  utmost,  pressed  forward  to 
join  the  remnant  of  his  centre.  At  length  we 
reached  the  spot  where  we  had  last  seen  them, 
we  saw  them  again,  we  greeted  them  again, 
but  they  beheld  us  not — they  were  lying  in 
ranks  as  they  had  fought  with  their  red 
scars  on  their  faithful  breasts;  we  envied 
them  as  we  trod  on  their  life  blood  fighting 
to  revenge  their  fall.  A  shout  of  triumph 
burst  from  the  multitudes  around  us,  we 
answered  not,  but  we  struck  home,  and  front- 
ing to  every  side,  our  exhausted  troops  still  re« 
sisted,  and  until  the  evening  the  unequal  con- 
test was  prolonged.  In  the  thickest  of  every 
danger,  there  was  to  be  seen  Conradin  seeking 
death,  but  he  fell  not.  Alas  !  far  other  death 
was  to  be  his — few  remained  to  prolong  the 
fight,  and  yet  those  few  resisted.  With  the  ban- 
ner of  his  house  in  his  hand,   the   last  Hoheu- 
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staufen  still  struck  for  his  crown.  As  long  as 
that  banner  floated,  we  knew  the  Emperor 
was  safe;  every  eye  was  fixed  upon  that 
point — suddenly  it  wavered,  oh  God  !  it  fell ! 
^^  Save  that  banner/^  cried  the  stricken  hero  ! 
And  the  flood  of  the  foe  rushed  over  the 
fatal  spot» 
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CHAPTER  V. 


How  I  escaped  the  sword  of  the  enemy^  I 
know  not^  for  I  laid  wounded  and  helpless 
amid  the  dying  and  the  dead.  The  last  sight 
I  beheld  was  the  fall  of  that  banner^  and  the 
thick  gathering  of  troops ;  a  thousand  sounds 
at  once  assailed  my  ears,  aud  their  wild  din 
seemed  louder  than  the  thunder  of  an  earth- 
quake. At  length  I  heard  them  roll  away, 
and  the  deadened  echo  among  the  hills  told  me 
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that  the  multitudes  were  retiring.  A  silence 
more  horrid  than  the  clamor  of  that  day  suc- 
ceeded,  and  ever  and  anon,  a  wailing  sound 
crept  over  the  darkened  plain.  The  stars 
stepped  forth  one  by  one  from  their  blue 
palace,  and  gazed  down  upon  the  field  of 
Scurcola,  as  though  counting  its  dead,  and 
registering  the  amount  of  murder  in  the  book  of 
heaven.  Night  waned,  and  a  red  distended 
form  rose  Uke  a  spirit  behind  the  Appennine — 
peered  over  the  rim  of  the  earth,  and  gloomed 
upon  the  slaughter  of  the  day.  Often  have  I 
seen  the  midnight  moon  lift  its  silver  cycle, 
and  adored  its  beauty — but  that  night  it  came 
like  a  frowning  God,  and  I  trembled  beneath  its 
gaze,  for  I  thought  it  could  see  the  scars  of  the 
slain,  and  hear  the  wail  of  the  dying.  The  dew 
fell  around  me,  and  bathed  my  wounds  ;  I  arose 
and  felt  strengthened  ;  I  looked  over  the  field, 
and  lo !  it  moved !  every  where  there  was  motion. 
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but  it  was  not  the  motion  of  life^  it  was  a 
ghostlike  quivering,  the  long  grass  shook,  but 
not  with  the  wind — it  moved,  as  the  hearts  of 
the  dying  beat  against  it,  and  broke — more 
plaintive,  and  more  low  grew  the  wail,  and  I 
heard  a  stir  in  the  forest  and  the  air,  as 
from  every  side,  the  beasts  of  the  earth  came 
to  their  banquet.  As  I  hurried  from  the 
field  I  saw  a  shredded  banner — it  was  the 
banner  that  had  caused  this  mighty  death,  it 
was  the  banner  of  the  Hohenstaufen  !  I  might 
have,  saved  it  from  defilement,  but  father!  I 
could  not  lift  it  then,  for  I  gazed  on  the  slaugh- 
tered thousands,  and  on  the  stars,  and  on 
that  moon  which  shewed  me  the  banner 
was  bloody, — I  could  not  lift  it  in  the 
light  of  angered  heaven,  with  the  stain  of  mur- 
der on  its  ample  field — I  threw  it  down  and 
rushed  from  the  dreadful  plain. 
Fatal    rumours     soon     drew    me    on     to 
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Naples.  It  was  morning  when  I  wound 
down  the  sunny  heights  towards  the  city — the 
morning  was  as  bright  as  that  of  Scurcola 
and  it  heralded  as  dread  a  day.  Thousands 
were  streaming  into  the  open  gates;  hills, 
plains,  and  streets,  were  covered  by  the  bright 
bands  of  Anjou.  A  half  suppressed  murmur 
ran  through  the  countless  multitude,  all  were 
hurrying  forward  to  the  regal  palace,  once  the 
abode  of  Frederic  the  Hohenstaufen,  now  the 
lair  of  Charles.  The  wide  space  before  the 
royal  pile  was  lined  by  the  knights  of  France — 
behind  them  the  narrow  streets  were  crowded 
to  excess,  and  far  beyond  was  the  vast  multi- 
tude whom  curiosity  or  interest  had  assembled 
together. 

The  palaces  bent  beneath  the  weight  of  the 
crowds  which  had  climbed  their  tottering 
pinnacles,  whilst  the  balconies  were  lined  with 
many  a  fair  form  reclining  on  luxurious  couch 
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with  fluttering  heart  and  smiling  lip,  waiting  to 
behold — a  murder ! 

A  deep  silence  pervaded  the  assembled 
throng,  scarcely  broken  by  a  whispering  mur- 
mur which  struck  a  greater  hush  to  the  heart 
than  a  soundless  pause.  In  the  centre  of  the 
quadrangle  stood  a  sable  scaffold.  At  length 
the  gigantic  portals  of  the  palace  opened,  and 
through  them,  down  the  marble  portico,  poured 
a  splendid  train  into  the  open  space,  and 
ranged  itself  below ;  then  in  the  usurped  im- 
perial purple  came  Charles  of  Anjon,  and  sat 
upon  a  throne  which  had  been  raised  on  the 
highest  step  of  the  portico. 

In  his  presence,  not  a  sound  broke  the 
silence  of  the  scene — ^he  frowned  a  cloud  upon 
every  brow,  and  gazed  a  chill  into  every  heart. 
Then  burst  the  loud  acclaim  of  martial  music  ! 
But  there  came  no  shout — not  a  voice  cried, 
hail !     The  sound  of   music  passed,   and  all 
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nras  silent  as  before.  Anan  there  was  a  noise 
and  a  movement  on  that  side  of  the  sqaare 
opposite  to  the  palace,  and  in  a  moment  every 
eye  was  turned  to  the  spot,  and  through  the 
parting  Uoe  of  chivah-y,  that  instantly  re- 
closed  as  they  had  passed,  came  a  scanty  train, 
gliding  like  a  feeble  rill  through  the  severed 
and  re-meeting  rock  of  steel.  They  were  an 
armed  and  sullen  guard ;  in  their  centre  came 
a  lovely,  unarmed  youth.  By  the  golden  hair, 
falling  in  soft  ringlets  from  his  uncovered 
brow,  by  the  proud  glance  of  his  azure  eye, 
by  the  majesty  which  threw  a  kingly  splendor 
on  his  humble  garb,  by  the  only  weaponless 
arm  amid  that  host — by  the  step  that  seemed 
to  mount  a  throne  as  it  ascended  the  scaffold, 
behold  Conradin  of  Huhenstaufen  !  He  stood 
erect  and  proudly  upon  his  death-throne,  and 
at  he  beheld  the  interminable  line  of  lances  on 
every  side — the  fair  forms  that  leant  eagerly 
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forward  from  the  balconies — the  throngs  upon 
the  palace  roofs,  and  his  own  swordless  hand, 
a  smile  passed  across  his  pallid  face.  There  he 
stood  liigh  above  the  crowd  on  his  scaffold 
throne,  and  as  high  sat  Charles  upon  his 
burnished  seat.  They  looked  silently  upon 
each  other,  the  nations  ranged  below  gazed 
silently  upon  them — and  above  all  rolled  the 
burning  sun  and  looked  down  like  God  in  a 
car  of  fire  !  It  was  as  though  the  tyrant  sat 
to  receive  the  doom  of  heaven  for  his  mur- 
dered victim, — it  was  as  though  the  fiat  of 
history  was  anticipated  in  the  silent  lips  and 
lowering  brows  of  the  awed  spectators. 

There  was  a  heavy  pause;  and  in  this 
moment  the  mailed  glove  was  thrown  from  the 
hand  of  the  tyrant.  Conradin  lifted  his  bare 
and  snow  white  arms  to  heaven — he  cast  a 
ring  upon  the  ground.  *'  This  ring  and  the 
wide  circle  of   my  dominions    I  bequeath  to 
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my  avenger^  be  he  prince  or  peasant ;  and  the 
nations  of  earth  be  witnesses  of  my  legacy." — 
He  bent  not  another  look  upon  the  earth,  a 
mild  glory  suffused  his  angelic  countenance, 
and  with  a  loud  melodious  Toice,  whose  spirit- 
like tones  rang  far  over  the  hushed  multitude ; 
he  cried : — ^'  Almighty  God  I  This  blood  fq>* 
peals  to  thee !" 

A  sword  flashed  in  the  rays  of  the  sun,  and 
that  beauteous  head  was  stricken  to  the 
ground.  A  wild  groan  burst  from  every 
breast,  and  amidst  the  dissonant  howl  of  a 
thousand  instruments  the  tyrant  returned  into 
his  palace. 

Thus  fell  the  last  of  the  Hohenstaufen ! 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


With  a  saddened  breast  I  left  the  land  of 
crime,  and  loveliness, — soul-kindling  Italy,  the 
heart  of  the  earth,  where  centre  its  affections 
and  its  sorrows.  A  freer  air  breathed  on  me, 
as  I  ascended  the  glaciered  Alps,  and  gazed 
alternately  on  the  clime  I  had  left  behind,  and 
on  the  mazy  mountain 'temple  before  me,  on 
the  first  threshold  of  whose  portico  I  stood. 
Gigantic  Splugen !  Thou  lookest  not  like  a 
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way  to  other  lands,  but  like  a  path  to  heaven. 
Thy  palace  was  built  when  the  world  was 
chaos,  out  of  the  luins  of  a  globe.  As  I  gaze 
up  unto  thy  rocka,  I  know  not  whether  they 
most  belong  to  heaven  or  to  earth  !  As  [ 
looked  the  spirit  of  the  skies  bent  downward 
and  murmured  tidings  from  on  high,  and  the 
mountain  answered  in  its  echoes,  but  soon 
their  converse  grew  louder,  and  they  drew 
around  their  meeting  a  aable  curtain  with  a 
golden  fringe  of  playing  lightnings  !  Beneath 
its  dark  arch  laid  the  pass,  and  the  cloud-fire 
swept  its  path. — The  torrents  gushed  from 
their  hundred  heights,  the  pines  crashed  as 
as  they  were  struck  away.  The  wind  arose 
and  lifted  the  curtain  of  storm  from  the  face 
of  the  mountain,  and  strewed  the  lightnings 
like  spangles  through  the  skies  of  Italy.  The 
,  and  I  saw  it  float  away  in  the 
nether  air  of  the  plains,  separate  and  vanish. 
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save  when  it  would  linger  a  moment  round 
some  height  of  the  Appennine,  and  powder  the 
snowy  locks  of  the  mountain  with  the  gold- 
dust  of  its  fires.  Again  the  Alps  towered 
around  me  in  silent  majesty,  and  I  asked, 
whence  came  that  sudden  tempest?  and  the 
glaciers  raised  their  crystal  fingers  and  pointed 
to  heaven ! 

What  strife,  what  anarchy  tore  Germany ! 
from  the  north  to  the  south  it  echoed  to  the 
sound  of  falling  thrones,  a  fair  field  for  the 
adventurous  Knight  J  But,  alas!  after  the 
day  of  Scurcola,  and  the  scaffold  of  Naples,  I 
recked  not  to  lift  the  lance,  or  to  serve  a 
master.  Could  I  forget  the  faithful  friend, 
the  heroic  monarch  I  had  lost  in  Conradin  ? 
Could  I  lift  that  arm  for  another,  which  could 
not  save  him  ?  I  turned  with  horror  from  the 
thought,  and  listlessly  mixed  in  the  gay 
frivolities  of  a  kingless  Court,  and  in  the  fields 
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of  Aix  often  joined  in  the  splendid  tournament. 
With  the  badge  of  Hohenstaufen  on  my  breast 
not  seldom  did  success  crown  my  arms,  and 
the  Knight  of  Conradin  often  heard  his  own 
praise  from  a  lovely  lip. 

Among  the  fair  and  high-born  dames  that  a- 
dorned  the  court  of  Meran,  was  one  whose  tran- 
scendent beauty  dazzled  every  beholder*    Alas  ! 
that  she  had  not  been  heartless  as  she  was  fair ! 
Soon  I  was  numbered  among  her  train.   I  loved 
her,  oh!  how  passionately,  how  fondly!  Fortune 
smiled  upon  me,  and  she  loved  me  in  return — 
if  her  cold  heart  could  love;    I  became  her 
accepted  knight,  and  all  other  suitors  for  her 
hand  retired.    Ah  !  that  she  had  really  loved 
me  !     But  it  was  not  me  she  loved ;   it  w^as  the 
fame  of  the  last  knight  of  the  Hohenstaufen. 

There  was  a  great  festival  at  Aix,  from  far 
and  near  princes  came  with  their  courts,  and 
a  bright  pageant  of  martial  pomp  and  highborn 
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beauty^    was    compassed    within     its     walls. 
Festival  followed  festival — at  length  an  arena 
was  formed^  and  the  assembled  guests  were  to 
behold  the   combat   of  wild  beasts.      A  vast 
theatre  was  erected^  its  high  balconies  were 
hung  with  cloth  of  gold^  unrivalled  splendour 
blazed  on  every  side;  plumed  knights^  and 
jewelled  fair  were   ranged    around — many  a 
crowned  brow,   and  the  first    of    the    earth 
gathered  together  to    behold    the    sickening 
struggles  of  untamed  monsters  !  I  was  by  the 
side  of  my  beloved,  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  her 
beauteous  face,  it  was  lit  with   pleasureable 
expectation  ! — Heavens !  could  so  soft  a  being 
find  joy  in  so  uncouth  a  sight?     A  signal   was 
given — a  portal  was  opened,  and  a  gigantic  lion 
strode   into   the  arena;    he   shook  his    flow- 
ing mane,   glared  fiercely  round,    and    then, 
growling  like  stifled  thunder,  laid  his  mighty 
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form  upon  the  earth.  The  signal  was  repeated^ 
and  with  a  yell  and  a  bound,  in  rushed  a  horrid 
tiger— fearfully  it  circled  round  the  reposing 
lion  with  fiery  eyes,  and  then  cast  itself 
down  by  his  side.  The  signal  was  again  re- 
newed, and  with  elastic  step,  two  noble  pan- 
thers leaped  into  the  lists,  and  instantly  darted 
upon  the  tiger,  that  roused  to  combat  com- 
menced a  furious  struggle — the  lion  rose  and 
roared,  the  awed  monsters  separated  and  all 
was  still. 

At  this  moment  a  glove  fell  from  the  hand  of 
my  beloved  into  the  arena,  between  the  lion  and 
the  tiger,  she  turned  to  me  her  beauteous  face, 
and  said  with  an  insidious  smile,  ^^  Sir  Knight ! 
If  your  love  for  me  be  as  great  as  you  pro- 
fess, go  bring  me  back  that  glove.'^ 

Those  words  from  Aer,  from  her  who  said  she 
loved  me  I  Father  !  it  was  not  that  I  feared  what 
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seemed  an  inevitable  deatfai  no !  I  shrank  from 
that  death,  being  wilfully  given  by  her  I  loved  ! 
But  the  eyes  of  all  were  upon  me — without  de- 
lay 1  rushed  down  into  the  arena  and  raised  the 
fatal  glove — the  monsters  glared  fiercely  upon 
me^  but  they  stirred  not^  and  I  reascended  to 
her  balcony,  amid  the  plaudits  of  the  spec- 
tators. 

A  blush,  not  that  of  love,  but  the  blush  of 
gratified  pride,  suffused  her  face,  pride  that  the 
most  fortunate,  and  therefore  the  most  famed 
knight  of  the  field,  should  have  rushed  to 
death  for  her  slightest  wish.  As  I  returned 
her  the  recovered  glove,  she  leant  towards  me 
with  a  smiling  lip  ;  and  soft  were  the  words, 
and  kind  the  promises  with  which  she  wel- 
comed me  back ;  but  she  had  broken  the  chain 
that  had  bound  me  to  her;  and  returning  the 
glove  with  the  words  :  "  Lady,  I  covet  not  the 
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reward/'  I  left  the  balcony  and  the  scene,  and 
never  saw  her  more.* 

But  the  image  of  her  loveliness  haunted  me 
m  my  wanderings,  and  I  sighed  for  the  ideal 
she  had  once  been  to  me,  but  was  now  no 
longer !  and  father !  my  heart  changed  within 
me,  I  sought  that  no  more  which  I  had  once 
coveted.  I  saw  much  that  was  lovely,  but  I 
saw  and  sighed  in  the  distance,  for  I  trembled 
to  approach  too  near  lest  I  should  destroy  the 
illusion.  Alas !  the  fair  things  of  earth  are 
like  the  forbidden  fruit  of  the  tree  of  paradise, 
ye  behold,  but  may  not  break  it,  for  the  curse 
is  knowledge  or  experience. 

My  heart  still  burned  with  the  fires  of  youth, 
and  the  more  it  was  repulsed  in  its  trials  to 


*  This  incident  is  taken  from    Schiller's  beautiful  ballad : 
**Der  Hand8chuh.'» 
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-win  that  for  which  it  longed/ the  more  it  strug- 
gled to  obtain  it.  I  thought  to  assuage  its  pangs 
by  change  of  scene,  and  I  gazed  as  an  idle 
spectator  on  the  thronged  theatre  of  Europe  ; 
but  alas!  the  heart  is  an  ember  among  the 
ashes  of  passion^  memory  ever  fans  it  and  will 
not  let  it  die.  It  was  then  that  I  turned  to 
the  past — the  breath  of  its  spirit  was  fresh  and 
cool^  for  it  was  drawn  from  the  shade  of  the 
grave ;  it  held  before  me  many  a  wreath  of 
glory  and  love,  and  there  was  a  dew  upon 
its  flowers,  for  memory  often  rained  her  tears 
upon  them — much  the  legendary  Saga  won 
my  admiration,  and  I  thought  on  the  land  of 
my  fathers,  of  its  cool  green  glades,  through 
which  the  freshening  north  wind  pours,  yet 
unpolluted,  and  new  from  its  source,  and  I 
dreamed  it  would  come  with  the  wings  of 
the  halcyon,  and  wave  away  my  cares — I  yearn- 
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ed  for  my  still  and  mystic  fatherland,  I  longed 
for  it,  and  I  sought  it ;  and  I  am  come  father  ! 
though  yet  so  young,  to  throw  myself  on  its 
breast  for  ever,  and  to  be  urned  in  its  em- 
brace. 


THE   WOOD     SPIRIT.  57 


CHAPTER     VII. 


There  was  gladness  among  the  villagers  of 
Roscoe,  for  the  son  of  their  long  lost  lord  had 
returned  to  claim  his  own.  It  was  fifty 
years  since  the  sire  had  left  them  to  join 
the  banners  of  the  cross,  and  the  young  eyes 
which  had  looked  from  the  hills  upon  his 
parting)  had  grown  dim  and  feeble^  and 
could  but  faintly  welcome  home  his  son. 
But  look  around!  hark  to  the    murmur  of 
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love,  to  the  voice  of  joy,  to  the  laugh  of  mirth. 
Young  hearts  beat  around  thee,  and  they 
gladden,  and  wish,  aad  mourn,  as  their  fore- 
fathers had  done  before  theni ;  youth  crowns 
them  with  a  wreath  of  flowers — some  tender- 
hued  and  melancholy,  some  fiery  and  bright, 
some  soft  and  fragrant — some  fade  soon,  some 
late,  but  all  die  at  last,  save  the  immortal, 
and  alas !  that  is  the  emblem  of  sorrow. 

The  villagers  of  Roacoe  were  happy,  for 
the  presence  of  their  lord  banished  many  a 
petty  tyranny,  and  ended  many  an  incipient 
wrong.  Well  beloved  had  been  the  sire  of 
the  youthful  knight,  who  though  he  came  as 
a  stranger  to  his  fatherland  was  welcomed 
as  a  friend;  none  could  behold  his  pensive 
brow,  his  saddened  eye,  and  not  feel  their 
heart  turn  with  love  towards  one,  who  al- 
though so  young  bad  felt  sorrow  and  now 
■ought  peace.    With  tearful  eyes    he  looked 
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his  first  glance  upon  the  land  of  his  sires^  and 
well  might  sad  thoughts  cloud  his  brow,  and 
dissolve  in  drops  of  pleasing  pain  upon  the  eve 
when  first  he  wound  down  the  autumnal  hills 
into  that  charming  glade. 

If  the  years  as  they  passed  along  the  brow 
of  man  had  worn  a  furrow  with  their  dragging 
steps,  not  even  nature  had  escaped  the  change. 
The   proud   castle  of  his  sires  had  been  laid 
low,  its  ramparts  were  tottering  ruins,  the  tide 
moaned  in  its  halls,  the  welked  sea-sand  laid 
in  its  courts,  although  it  was  one  of  the  few 
spots  that  had  in   part  escaped  the   dreadful 
irruption  of  the  waters^  yet  thus   escaped  that 
it  served  but  to  show  how  great  had  been  the 
devastation.     It  was  almost  the  only  trace  of 
man  that  still  remained  upon  that  shore,  for 
all  those  parts  of  the  vast  domain  which  owned 
the  sway  of  that  ancient  burgh,  and  laid  mostly 
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on  the  borders  of  the  sea  had  become  the  prej 
of  the  relentless  waves. 

It  was  generally  supposed  that  Altbbn 
would  rebuild  the  castle  of  his  fathers  in  the 
vale  of  Roscoe^  or  on  one  of  its  weU  wooded 
heights^  for  the  ancient  ruin  was  by  no  means 
tenable ;  the  scene  around  was  the  most  deso- 
hite  one  could  well  imagine^  and  the  threaten- 
ing vicinity  of  the  sea,  whose  waves  often 
making  irruptions  into  the  courts,  passed 
through  the  unportalled  arches,  and  gushed 
into  the  halls,  rendered  any  effort  at  restoring 
the  tottering  edifice,  rash  and  almost  imprac- 
ticable, for  it  would  involve  its  owner  in  a 
continual  and  unequal  warfare  with  the  ocean. 

The  old  prior  of  Saint  Emmeran,  with  whom 
Altren  had  taken  his  abode,  was  his  constant 
companion  in  his  wanderings,  and  well  did 
the  old  man  do  the  honors  of  the  valley ;   skil- 
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fully  did  he  lead  bis  guest  to  the  fairest  spots^ 
and  vaunt  their  beauties.  Often  did  he  take 
him  to  some  lofty  bill,  teU  him  there  should 
he  buUd  his  mansion,  and  from  thence  go 
forth  with  his  retainers  to  the  chase  or  to  the 
tryste,  and  to  that  home  bring  the  blue-eyed 
maid  of  his  love.  But  a  sadness  sat  on  the 
brow  of  Altren,  for  the  prior  had  awakened  a 
chord  of  memory  that  had  not  a  unison;  and 
then  would  the  young  knight  quit  the  side  of 
his  aged  companion,  and  an  irresistible  impulse 
bear  him  on  to  the  sea-strand  ruin. 

It  was  evening.  Altren  had  returned  alone 
from  the  chase  as  was  his  wont,  and  sat  on  a 
bench  beneath  the  trellaced  porch  of  an  hum- 
ble cottage,  resting  from  the  manly  labours  of 
the  day — between  an  opening  of  the  seaward 
hills  might  be  seen  the  mouldering  castle,  its 
grey  towers  reddening  in  the  sunset — around 
him  played  a  group  of  gay  children,  whilst  the 
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busy  house-wife  and  the  aged  cottager  looked 
on  and  smiled,  for  welcome  was  the  lord  to 
every  hearth,  blessings  attended  his  steps,  and 
Justice  sat  on  his  brow, — gladder  was  the 
laugh  and  cheerier  the  smile  since  his  return ; 
rapacious  masters ,  no  longer  over  taxed  the 
industry  of  the  peasant — neighbouring  lords 
no  longer  dared  make  inroads  into  their  lands, 
and  the  heavy  hand  of  the  church  bore  lighter 
upon  the  poor  priest-ridden  serfs.  With  a 
generous  heart  he  relieved  their  wants,  and 
many  a  treasure  bravely  gained  in  southern 
battle,  brought  peace  and  plenty  to  the  lowly 
roof,  and  banished  grief  from  the  clouded 
brow. 

"A  blessing  on  your  young  heart,  Sir  Knight!" 
quoth  Yrplin,  the  aged  skald  whose  harp  hung 
in  the  porch,  unstrung,  "  for  it  is  long  since 
we  saw  such  times  as  these ;  no,  not  since  the 
black  powers  there   in  the   old   sea   destroyed 
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our  dwellings^ — ^since  then  misfortune  has  fol- 
lowed U8^  and  there  has  been  many  a  sorrow  in 
this  pretty  spot.'* 

**  How  ?''  said  Altren^  who  loved  to  converse 
with  his  poor  retainers^  and  to  mingle  kindly 
with  them^  for  war,  that  mighty  school  of  the 
olden  time  had  taught  him  the  worth  of  man. 
^'  How !  for  I  am  but  come  from  the  land  of 
sorrow!  Have  there  been  battles  here,  and 
murdered  kings,  or  hath  the  Vehme  reached 
ye  ?  or  hath  disappointed  ambition  missed  a 
crown  ?  Now  friend,  say  what  may  have  been 
your  mighty  cares." 

"  Sir  Knight !  nor  battles,  nor  murdered 
kings,  nor  lost  crown  are  among  our  griefs,  but 
we  have  had  others,  and  to  us  as  keen,"  then 
would  the  bard  relate  some  tale  of  village 
sorrow  or  domestic  woe — of  inroads  from  the 
Jomsburg  pirates,  of  wrecks  by  sea,  and  mis- 
haps by  land^  such  as  harrow  the  heart  of  the 
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sufferer^  as  deeply  as  though  they  were  a  pom- 
pous misery  or  a  stately  grief  that  won  the 
tears  of  Europe. 

Sad  were  the  thoughts  of  Altren  as  he  heard 
such  tales  from  the  lips  of  his  aged  serfs ;  and 
he  grieved  to  learn  what  misfortunes  attend 
the  absence  of  a  lord  from  his  domain.  But 
there  was  an  innocence  in  such  woes»  a  purity 
far  di£ferent  from  the  pangs  of  thwarted  pas- 
sions, such  as  he  had  known  in  his  southern 
wanderings,  and  with  almost  gladness  of  heart 
and  with  a  lightness  of  spirit  hitherto  unknown^ 
he  turned  to  relieve  the  wants  of  his  aged 
retainers,  and  to  repair  the  wrongs  of  which  his 
and  his  sire's  absence  had  been  the  involuntary 
cause. 

Much  he  loved  to  converse  with  Yrplin  upon 
the  deeds  of  his  ancestors,  and  to  hear  the 
grateful  praise  of  their  mild  and  beneficent 
sway.    He  contrasted  their  gratitude  and  their 
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remembrance  of  the  obscured  glories  of  his 
house,  with  the  forgetfuhiess  of  the  southern, 
for  whom  his  sire  had  fallen  in  battle,  for  whom 
he  had  shed  his  blood ;  and  yet  there  was  not 
one  that  remembered  his  name  with  kindness 
— no  not  even  she,  whilome  the  lady  of  his 
love  ! — He  turned  with  a  fondness  of  heart  to 
his  ruined  paternal  castle,  and  loved  to  hear 
the  wild  legends  with  which  the  peasantry  had 
linked  its  name. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


*^  It  is  only  since  the  absence  of  our  last  lord^*' 
said  Yrplin,  **  that  the  demons  of  the  sea  have 
again  dared  to  shew  themselves  on  our  coast. 
Had  he  been  in  his  castle,  the  fairest  part  of  this 
country  would  not  have  fallen  a  prey  to  their 
anger.'* 

"  Why  how  ?"  said  Altren,  *^  would  you  have 
us  conquer  the  elements  ?  Now  then,  old  man, 
for  some  fantastic  legend  about  gods  and  de- 
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mons — ^is  it  not  so  ?  You  northmen  are  always 
busy  with  some  such  creations;  but  comcj 
unburthen  your  mind,  I  am  a  willing  listener/' 
The  old  man  smiled  with  joy  that  he  could  tell 
his  tale^  and  thus  began : — 

^'  It  is  not  well^  my  lord^  to  mock  the  spiiits 
that  dwell  in  the  sea^  for  thay  have  wrought  us 
much  annoy^  and  are  with  all  of  us  a  theme  of 
fear.  Before  the  dreadful  inundation  that 
happened^  (it  is  now  fifty  years  since^)  which 
ruined  the  whole  country^  shortly  after  the  de- 
parture of  our  lord^  there  laid  beyond  those  hills 
a  smiling  tract,  the  chief  part  of  the  domain  of 
your  ancestors^  who  had  reigned  for  centuries 
in  glory,  amid  their  grateful  serfs.  Then  no 
pirates  could  reach  us,  no  chiefs  make  inroads, 
no  waves  rush  over  our  fields.  Ah  !  you  may 
smile  my  lord,  for  though  the  brethren  of  Saint 
Emmeran  have  forbidden  us  to  speak  of  these 
events,  and  laid  a  ban  upon  the  ancient  heroes 
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of  your  house,  you  still  will  love  to  hear  of  their 
glories  from  the  lips  of  your  aged  minstrel. 

^^  Among  the  lords  of  your  line,  and  one  of 
the  most  renowned  was  Bolf,  surnamed  The 
Wave  Tamer.  His  sway  extended  over  the 
neighbouring  chiefs,  who  in  vain  tried  to  resist 
his  arms,  and  the  name  of  Altren  was  by  him 
raised  to  its  greatest  fame.  Young  and  power- 
ful, his  alliance  was  courted  by  every  noble 
house;  but  he  shunned  their  advances,  and 
always  preferred  the  phase  to  the  gayest  was- 
sail ;  he  was  never  seen  in  festival  nor  joust, 
but  often  was  his  arm  felt  in  combat,  for  he 
disdained  to  lift  that  lance  in  sport,  which 
crushed  the  foe  in  the  field  of  battle. 

The  monastery  of  Saint  Emmeran,  though 
now  a  sacred  pile,  was  then  a  baronial  castle, 
where  Rolf  kept  his  warlike  court,  from  which  he 
issued  with  his  retainers  to  the  chace  or  foray. 

^^  Once,  as  was  his  wont,  he  had  outstripped 
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his  huntsmen^  and  was  riding  on  the  lonely 
borders  of  the  sea ;  the  waves  broke  over  his 
horse^s  hoofs,  and  often  leaping  upward^ 
wreathed  their  white  locks  with  its  jetty  mane ; 

the  evening  grew  dark>  and  the  eddies  wailed 
and  moaned  like  tortured  spirits. 

'^  Still  Rolf  rode  on^  and  the  wind  tossed  the 
black  plumes  around  his  brow^  like  the  sable 
forms  of  gloomy  thoughts.  Suddenly  his 
charger  stopped,  and  with  pointed  ear,  and 
head  erect,  seemed  looking  at  some  object  on 
the  water.  Rolf,  roused  from  his  thoughts, 
gazed  in  the  same  direction,  and  fancied  he  saw 
human  shapes  flitting  among  the  surf,  but  the 
waves  rolling  so  high,  the  toss  of  the  foam,  and 
the  mantling  darkness  prevented  his  distin- 
guishing clearly  the  scene  before  him.  He 
paused,  and  then  came  distinctly  the  sound  of 
voices,  with  shrieks,  and  the  figures,  in  their 
apparent  struggles,  drew  nearer  to  the  shore. 
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"  At  this  moment,  the  form  of  a  maiden  rose 
above  the  spray,  and  perceiving  the  gleaming 
armour  of  Rolph,  she  waved  her  snowy  arms 
towards  him,  and  cried  'save  me  !  save  me.  Sir 
Knight,  for  the  love  of  heaven  !  The  demons 
of  the  sea  are  upon  me.' 

"Rolf needed  not  a  second  appeal;  in  the 
same  instant,  his  charger  vins  slruggling  amidst 
the  waves,  and  his  bare  faulchion  flashing 
above  their  foam.  With  rescuing  hand  he 
seized  the  trembling  maid — the  sea  demons 
gathered  around  him,  some  armed  with  clubs 
of  coral,  some  lifting  severed  rocks,  some 
formed  like  uncouth  monsters,  shrouded  in 
huge  robes  of  green  wave,  all  gathered  around 
to  Gverw'helm  and  crush  him  ;  but  he  yielded 
not  his  prize,  and  though  desperate  the  combat, 
his  towering  form  pressed  through  the  whirling 
eddies,  and  the  maimed  monsters  shrunk  back 
into  the  depths  of  their  abode 
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«  When  he  had  regained  the  land,  and 
eluded  the  pointed  waves  which  impatiently 
pursued  him  along  the  shore,  he  bore  his 
trembling  burthen  to  the  Castle  of  Aitren,  now 
the  monastery  of  Saint  Emmeran. 

^^  There  he  first  discovered  the  divine  beauty 
of  the  rescued  maid.  It  is  not  for  me  to  paint 
her  lovelinees,  suffice  it,  that  her  first  glance 
conquered  the  stem  heart  of  Rolf,  for  he  now 
lived  but  in  her  sight. 

^^  She  was  an  extraordinary  and  mysterious 
being — her  very  garb  was  unearthly — a  robe 
of  the  lightest  blue  floated  about  her,  but  no 
eye  could  discern  its  texture;  it  was  con- 
stantly waving  and  flowing,  however  motion- 
less she  stood,  and  a  soft,  dewy  fragrance  was 
gathered  in  its  folds.  Her  pale  glossy  locks 
wreathed  around  her  swanlike  neck  with  a 
dreamy  softness, — her  voice  was  like  the  musi- 
cal fall  of  water,  and  the  heave  of  her  white 


72  THB   WOOD     SPIRIT. 

bosom  like  the  play  of  the  water  lily  on  a  blue 
stream. 

Not  in  nature  would  it  have  been^  to  have 
seen  such  loveliness  and  not  have  loved ; — and 
what  were  the  raptures  of  Rolf  when  the 
charming  maid  gUded  into  his  arms,  and  he 
heard  the  soft  avowal  steal  over  her  dewy  lips. 

The  bond  was  sealed — on  the  morrow  the 
sacred  bells  should  peal  their  nuptial,  and 
Rolf  had  never  yet  asked  of  his  beloved  her 
name  and  land ;  but  as  the  day  grew  twilight, 
and  they  strayed  together  on  the  banks  of 
yonder  stream,  she  thus  addressed  him. 

"  Beloved  of  my  heart !  Thou  hast  saved 
me  from  the  power  of  mine  enemies,  thou 
hast  taken  me  to  thee ;  thou  hast  trusted  me, 
and  yet  hast  never  questioned !  HI  would  I 
deserve  thee  if  I  concealed  ought  of  my  life 
and  being,  though  it  may  lose  me  that  heart  I 
prize  more  than  my  immortality  /'* 
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Then  tremblingly  she  raised  her  eyes  to  his, 
fearing  lest  that  confession  might  estrange  the 
fickle  heart  of  a  mortal ;  but  Rolf  gazed  on  her, 
though  silently,  with  such  a  look  of  love,  that 
she  felt  re-assured,  and  thus  continued. 

^ Aye,  Rolf!  I  am  not  what  I  seem. — I  am 
Elbinef  the  immortal  daughter  of  the  £lbe  1 
There  is  no  link  between  us  save  that  of  love  ! 
Oh  break  it  not ! — Rolf!  Canst  thou  still  love 
me?' 

He  answered  not,  but  he  drew  her  towards 
him,  pressed  her  against  his  breast,  and  kissed 
away  the  joyous  tears  that  jemmed  her  azure 
eves  like  dew  the  soft-hued  violet. 

^'  I  dwelt  with  my  sire  in  the  pearl  palace 
of  his  stream,  and  though  many  a  river  god 
flowed  into  our  halls,  with  wealth  in  his  train,  to 
win  my  hand,  yet  none  could  gain  me;  and 
although  many  a  mountain  spirit  watched  for 
me  on  the  banks  of  Elbe,  and  sent  his  image 
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down  into  its  depths  to  win  my  admiration,  it 
was  all  in  vain,  for  I  mocked  their  wishes. 
Often  I  came  in  a  robe  of  azure  wave^  and  glided 
into  their  caves^  but  ere  they  could  close  their 
dark  arms  around  me,  I  had  again  floated  away 
and  they  could  hear  my  laugh  as  I  dived  down- 
ward to  regain  my  father's  palace.  Even  the 
spirits  of  air  sought  me,  and  as  I  lifted  my 
head  above  the  stream,  the  breeze  was  wont  to 
come  and  play  among  my  locks — I  saw  it 
busy  in  culling  a  bridal  garland  of  flowers  on 
the  banks,  and  wafting  them  on  the  water,  but 
before  he  could  wreath  them  and  place  them 
on  my  brow,  I  was  gone. 

Thus  I  lived  in  peace  and  innocence,  when  a 
god,  or  rather  demon  of  the  sea  heard  my 
praise,  and  gathering  bright  waters  around  him 
glided  into  our  halls  with  the  splendid  tide. 
His  majestic  form,  and  the  grandeur  of  his 
train  won  my  father's  heart,  but  it  could  not 
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gain  mine,  and  his  proffered  love  met  a  re-^ 
fusal. 

Rage  and  jealousy  possessed  him,  but  he 
concealed  it  under  the  mask  of  friendship;  and 
such  gentle  guise  combined  with  irresitible 
power  soon  gave  him  an  uncontrolled  influence 
over  my  father  and  his  court.  He  was  assidu- 
ous in  his  attentions,  and  regular'  in  his  daily 
visits,  so  that  even  from  my  breast  he  had 
banished  all  suspicion. 

Every  time  he  came  he  displayed  more  and 
more  the  unrivalled  grandeur  of  the  ocean, 
and  he  easily  gained  my  sire's  consent  to  take 
me  and  my  court  with  him  to  shew  us  its 
gorgeous  mysteries. 

On  a  sunny  day  we  accompanied  him  in  the 
ebb  to  his  realm,  and  one  pure,  boundless 
plain  of  smooth  and  glittering  blue  spread  his 
ocean  before  us — he  took  us  from  wonder  to 
wonder,  and  nought  but  beauty  and  splendour 
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met  our  vlew^  so  that  we  heeded  not  how  long 
our  tarry^  nor  how  far  from  my  father's  stream 
our  wanderings. 

At  length  the  gloom  of  evening  approached^ 
and  we  saw  the  sun  set  above  us  on  the  surface 
of  the  waters,  and  his  golden  rays  pointed  to- 
wards  us  like  fiery  shafts  gilding  with  mellowed 
tints  the  sub-marine  rocks  and  forests;  but 
there  was  a  wild  commotion  at  his  setting — the 
sea  hissed  and  roared  around  him,  and  the 
meeting  of  fire  and  water  flung  a  storm  upon 
the  air !  We  could  see  it  all  through  the 
transparent  mass  of  ocean  that  heaved  around 
and  above  us. 

I  grew  alarmed,  but  the  demon  heeded  not 
my  prayers  for  our  return.  The  waters  be- 
came dark  and  opaque,  and  began  to  move 
restlessly.  Suddenly  a  fierce  howl  burst  above 
us,  and  cleft  the  crystaline  arch,  and  down  the 
cracked  and  parting  volume  of  ocean  rushed 
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the  spirit  of  the  tempest!  the  waves  were 
frightfully  tossed — the  thunder  strode  above 
them,  and  looked  down  through  their  rents  like 
a  black  giant — ^the  lightnings  leaped  from  their 
lurid  seat,  and  played  fearfully  along  the  coral 
rocks  of  the  watery  abyss  in  which  we  stood. 
The  demon  now  threw  off  his  mask,  and  hurried 
me  on  northward  through  darkness  and  storm ! 

In  vain  those  who  had  accompanied  me  en- 
deavoured to  resist ;  they  were  crushed  by  the 
monsters  from  the  black  and  bottomless  chasms 
on  every  side,  and  I  was  left  helpless  in  the 
power  of  my  demon  ravisher.  He  imprisoned 
me  in  his  frightful  palace ;  it  was  made  of  the 
wrecks  of  navies — it  was  the  abode  of  storms, 
and  all  the  dead  which  the  sea  gathered  to- 
gether, were  borne  there  as  trophies,  and  laid 
at  the  feet  of  the  demon.    . 

At  length  I  escaped,  I  scarce  know  how, 
amidst  the  triumph  of  a  festival  held  for  a 
sunken  fleet;  I  hurried  towards  the  &hore,  but 
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my  flight  was  diftoovered,  and  the  pursuers 
were  near  upon  me ;  they  had  just  reached  me, 
and  were  tearing  me  back,  when  the  arms  of 
my  beloved  rescued  me  from  their  tortures/' 

*'Then,  blessed  be  the  chance  which  brought 
me  to  that  shore  P'  cried  Rolf,  and  pressed 
her  to  his  heart. 

Merry  were  their  nuptials  on  the  morrow ; 
and  though  the  aged  priest  hesitated  in  uniting 
the  heavenbom  soul  of  man  to  a  mundane 
spirit>  the  pure  thoughts  and  holy  responses  of 
the  river-maiden  conquered  his  objections,  for 
he  saw  she  was  a  spirit  beloved  of  God,  and 
he  united  and  blessed  them. 

Fair  was  his  reward,  for  Rolf  gave  his  castle 
of  Altren,  and  endowed  it  as  a  monastery, 
dedicate  to  Saint  Emmeran ;  and  on  the  spot 
where  he  had  rescued  his  beloved,  he  built  the 
mansion  of  his  house  anew,  and  that  is  Schhss 
AUrenj  yon  ruins  on  the  shore. 
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Wild  and  fierce  was  the  feud  between  Rolf 
and  the  powers  of  the  sea,  and  legends  tell  of 
many  a  deadly  combat  betwixt  him  and  his 
demon  foes,  but  nought  could  resist  the 
prowess  of  the  knight ;  he  remained  the  victor. 
The  dykes,  bays,  and  harbours  which  once 
adorned  our  coast  were  all  his  deeds,  and  it 
was  these  actions  which  won  for  him  the  name 
of  fVave  Tamer. —  Prosperous  and  long  was 
his  sway ; — brave  and  goodly  sons  grew  around 
him,  and  when  the  cold  hand  of  death  chilled 
him  into  slumber,  it  is  said  his  spirit-bride 
took  him  with  her  to  her  river-palace,  for  he 
has  never  been  beheld  since  that  hour;  and  it 
is  believed  that  they  there  live  a  life  of  im^ 
mortal  love,  for  none  ever  saw  the  body  of 
their  lord. 

His  descendants  perpetuated  the  deeds  of 
their  ancestor,  and  won  many  a  fair  tract  from 
the  dominion  of  the  sea — its   powers  gave  up 
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the  vain  contest^  and  could  only  show  their 
enmity  by  some  treacherous  wreck  or  sudden 
inundation^  which  was  soon  repelled,  and  the 
water-demons  ventured  not  on  the  land,  save 
momentarily  under  a  thick  shroud  of  wave. 

Wealth  and  prosperity  sought  the  domains 
of  Altren.  Alas !  my  lord,  that  your  sire 
should  ever  have  left  us.  Scarcely  had  he 
departed,  when  they  came  again;  and  well 
did  they  make  good  their  long  stored  venge- 
ance, for  then  it  was  that  they  overflowed  the 
country,  and  destroyed  his  castle ;  and  we,  the 
poor  villagers  of  Roscoe,  are  the  survivors  and 
the  sufferers.^* 

Thus  ended  the  old  man's  tale;  and  he 
gazed  mournfully  on  the  harp  he  had  once 
tuned  in  the  halls  of  nobles  that  now  hung  un- 
strung in  his  lowly  cottage  porch — he  gaaed 
mournfully,  but  with  a  smile  which  seemed  to 
say,  there  was  a  time  when  I  could  sing  this  tale^ 
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and  knights  and  ladies  loved  to  hear  of  the  feud 
maintained  by  the  house  of  Altren  against  the 
sea ! — A  tear  stole  down  his  furrowed  cheek»  as 
he  bowed  over  the  gift  of  his  lord^  who  with  a 
heart  scarce  less  sad»  left  the  roof  of  the  woe- 
worn  bard» 


B  5 
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CHAPTER    IX. 


Much  these  legends  endeared  to  Altren  the 
ruins  of  his  paternal  castle,  and  the  half  desert* 
ed  remnants  of  his  barony,  and  with  a  moved 
heart  he  would  wander  amidst  the  groves  of 
drooping  birch  that  seemed  to  mourn  above  the 
loneliness  of  the  scene. — A  new  spirit  came 
over  him,  the  beauties  of  nature  were  more  to 
him  than  they  had  ever  been  before,  and  he 
looked  on  them  with  different  eyes. 
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Soft  feelings  developed  themselves  with  the 
opening  flowers,  mild  harmonies  mingled  with 
the  fall  of  the  stream,  and  he  marvelled  no 
more  that  etherial  beings  should  dwell  in  their 
beautiful  home  of  nature,  or  that  the  mind  of 
man  should  people  earth  with  their  graceful 
forms. — Can  the  music  which  pervades  every 
spot — the  light  that  floats  through  the  space 
of  air — the  perfumes  that  steal  heaven-ward, 
the  ever-varying  hues  that  tinge  the  world 
around  us,  and  paint  feelings — can  these  ^all 
arise,  mingle  and  die  soulless  and  spiritless  ? — 
These,^  beautiful  as  they  are,  be  but  a  mere 
phantom  play  to  please  the  eye,  perchance 
created  by  corruption  ? — It  may  be  thus ;  yet 
why  not  turn  to  the  pleasing  thought  that  they 
are  but  the  forms  of  lovely  spirits,  like  us 
walking  the  earth,  hovering  around  us  and 
ministering  to  our  feelings — the  angel  priests 
of  God's  great  temple — nature  ? 
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Altren  stood  among  the  ruins  of  his  Castle ; 
the  badge  of  Hohenstaufen  was  still  on  his 
breast^  but  above  it  was  placed  an  humble 
flower  of  the  valley  ! — It  was  the  history  of 
his  heart ! 

As  he  trod  the  desolate  chambers^  and  the 
vault-echo  lurking  in  the  arches  and  dark 
nooks^  mocked  his  advancing  steps^  as  the 
twilight  shadows  wove  their  thin^  grey  paU 
along  the  dewy  walls — as  the  sound  of  the  waves 
came  up  with  a  full  murmur — as  the  clouds 
flitted  above  the  roofless  ruin^  and  flung  their 
black  shadows  through  the  rents,  and  the  mant* 
ting  grass  wreathed,  round  the  mouldering 
stone,  as  though  instinct  with  life,-^he  felt 
that  he  was  not  alone,  though  &r  from  man. 
He  felt  there  were  those  around  him^  with 
whom  his  soul  could  commune  though  his 
tongue  could  not  speak  the  word3  of  their 
language. 
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He  passed  along  the  blackened  rampart 
through  a  crumbling  arch,  and  he  stood  in  the 
midst  of  tombs»  There  lie  beneath  him  the 
fathers  of  his  line  in  their  desolate  resting 
place,  and  he  sat  him  down  on  a  grave-stone, 
and  the  spirit  of  his  life  was  around  him. 

Behind  laid  the  green  valley  he  had  left,  it 
was  smiling  as  his  early  hopes^  but  the  bleak 
wall  of  sandhills  hid  it  firom  his  view.-^They 
were  like  the  cold  march  of  time  with  his  years 
that  had  passed  before  the  scenes  of  his  youth* 
Around  him  tottered  a  ruin^  it  was  the  present, 
but  it  might  be  restored,  for  it  was  not  the  decay 
of  age,  but  the  wreck  of  a  storm. — He  turned 
towards  the  sea — ^it  spread  before  him  as 
though  it  Tvas  futurity  and  he  could  question 
it.  The  outer  waters  were  dark  and  a  black 
tempest  laid  upon  them,  and  howled,  for  it  had 
not  yet  gained  the  strength  of  the  wind,  to  lift 
its  pinions,  and  soar  into  the  air ;  while  within 
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the  islands  was  nought  as  yet  but  a  gentle 
swell.  Altren  bethought  him  of  the  legend  he 
had  heard,  and  though  an  incredulous  smile 
wreathed  his  lip,  he  could  scarce  forbear  wish- 
ing it  were  true,  and  that  his  were  the  fate 
of  Rolf. 

Part  of  the  burial  ground  of  his  house  had 
been  submei^ed  in  the  great  inundation,  and 
when  the  sea  was  calm  one  might  plainly  dis- 
cern the  gigantic  tombs  beneath  its  surface  ; 
part  was  covered  with  the  encroaching  sea- 
sand,  which  hardening  into  the  stone  rendered 
some  of  the  inscriptions  illegible.  Altren,  in 
his  endeavours  to  remove  the  obstruction,  drew 
his  Bword,  and  with  it  dug  in  the  drift.  Intent 
upon  the  reappearing  Runes,  he  heeded  not 
the  sinister  scowl  that  passed  over  the  brow  of 
ocean  at  the  bared  weapon,  nor  the  huge 
black  wave,  that  advanced  slowly  through  the 
islands,  and  liiling   itself  to  a  gigantic  height 
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behind  him^  pe^ed  down  as  though  it  scanned 
his  oqcupation. 

'  f^  Ha  !^  sfud  he^  as  he  had  cleared  the  in- 
B(»iption'^the  cenotaph  of  Rolf  the  wave- 
tamer  I  f^  What^'  do  /  the  waters  roll  over  iky 
tomb  ?  Qood  sooth  1  If  this  superhuman  feud 
ever  hi^pened  in  realitj)  J  <  reck  not  if  I  con- 
tinue it^  «nd  snatohi  these  ^  old  stones  from  •  the 
9ea«  Ay!*  Uiis^ castle,  ^ihall  be  restored,  be  it 
birt  for  the^graves^  of  my  ancestors !  These 
•waters-shall  shrink  backhand  men  wiU  then 
«peak  of  .the  renovated  feudy  and  ^fter  ages 
will  clothe  it  with  legendary  battles.'^ 

He '  turned  swiftly  rounds  for  an  avalanche 
of  water  had  fallen  close  behind  him,  and  he 
.beheld  a.  dark. wave.  l)ristling  and  hissing  in 
wrath  roll  i^way*  through  ^ the  islands  towards 
,the/  open^sea,  A<  hoarse  murmur  greeted  its 
returuy  and  the  dash  of  the  distant  billows 
^boomed  landward  like>  demon  laughter. 
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The  storm  that  had  lain  brooding  on  the 
deep,  stretched  forth  its  cloudy  pinions,  and 
with  a  mighty  noise  soared  upward  into  the 
air. — It  burst,  and  the  weight  of  its  wrath  fell 
on  the  head  of  Altrenj  the  old  towers  rocked 
around  him,  the  waves  gushed  into  the  courts, 
and  assailed  him  in  his  halls.  He  shrunk  not 
before  them,  as  he  stood  firmer  beneath  their 
assault  than  the  trembling  walls  of  his  castle ; 
*'  Is  it  even  so  ?'*  he  cried,  half  in  sport  and 
half  in  apprehension,  "  is  the  war  renewed  be- 
tween us?  Then,  I  will  dare  its  perils,  and 
perchance  like  Rolf  may  rescue  a  fair  tract 
from  the  traitorous  sea,  and  people  it  with 
happy  hearts." 

Well  were  these  words  maintained  by  Altren, 
for  scarcely  had  returning  spring  placed  a  gar- 
land of  flowers  on  the  brow  of  the  young  year, 
ere  the  scathed  castle  began  to  assume  a 
portlier  aspect.     Many  a  hardy  form  was  seen 
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toiling  on  the  sterile  coast,  and  soon  the  inci- 
pient mound  gained  the  form  of  a  solid  dyke, 
the  shallow  inlet  was  turned  into  a  sheltering 
bay,  huge  walls  began  to  rise  around  the 
strong  fortalice,  and  once  more  the  pile  blazed 
on  the  spacious  hearth,  and  lance  and  shield 
hung  in  the  sculptured  hall. 

How  these  works  were  accomplished,  with 
what  toil  and  labour,  with  what  continual 
struggles  against  the  raging  sea  it  matters  not 
to  tell,  for  the  waves  would  often  destroy  in  a 
moment  the  work  of  days,  but  Altren  was  on 
every  spot  encouraging  and  animating  his 
hardy  serfs. 

Perseverance  conquered,  and  at  length  the 
work  was  ended,  not  like  in  our  degenerate 
days,  the  slow  deed  of  years,  but  the  sudden 
structure  of  vigorous  hands.  The  huge  mass 
of  piled  granite  starting  into  forms  of  sym- 
metry, and  stupendous  grandeur,  such  as  we. 


90  THE    WOOD     SPIRIT. 

the  weak  children  of  this  dull  time^  gaze  on  in 
wonder,  and  despair  to  imitate!  Those  are 
the  vast  monuments  of  our  ancestors^  that 
scattered  over  the  earth,  when  they  decay^  fall 
not  into  dust  like  modern  palaces,  but  moulder 
into  mountains  1 

When  once  again  the  tears  of  the  departed 
year  had  melted  the  breast  of  winter — when 
the  warm  repining  sigh  of  fettered  spring  had 
thawed  the  icy  chains  of  the  streamlet,  and  the 
beams  of  its  young  eyes  had  looked  the  flowers 
into  life,  and  the  silence  of  its  stormless  hea- 
ven had  listened  the  birds  into  song,  they 
spread  a  charm  around  the  proud  towers  of 
Schloss  Altren^  which  looked  once  more  in 
feudal  grandeur  over  the  northern  main. 

Loved  spring  !  youth  of  the  year !  thou  art 
like  unto  the  youth  of  man  ;  in  thee  all  is  kind, 
good  and  generous.  Confidingly  dost  thou 
open  thy  heart  of  sweets  to  the  sky  and  earthy 


THB     WOOD    SPIRIT.  91 

and  dost  not  dream  of  the  summer^s  lightning 
or  of  autumn^s  decay — when  treacherous  friends 
desert  thee  one  by  one — the  clear  skj^  the 
warm  sun^  the  southern  breeze,  all  leave  thee, 
and  the  frost  of  winter  comes  and  kills !  Sweet 
spring !  thou  art  all  loveliness  and  beauty,  and 
if  a  shade  of  melancholy  is  thrown  across 
thy  tender  brow,  for  there  is  a  sadness  in  the 
spring, — it  is  because  thou  hast  won  thy  liberty 
from  winter's  thrall  by  tears ! 

Within  those  towers  so  proudly  raised  from 
their  ruins  dwelt  Altren^nor  was  the  change 
which  had  come  over  his  paternal  mansion 
greater  than  that  of  his  spirit,  for  there  is  a 
time  in  life,  the  earliest  time  of  youth,  when  the 
heart  abandons  itself  to  its  hopes,  and  lives  in 
a  dreamy  world  of  its  own.  Then  comes  the 
time  of  our  first  awakening,  when  the  burning 
hand  of  disappointment  draws  the   pillow  of 
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rest  from  under  our  throbbing  temples.  But, 
another  period  succeeds  ;  it  is  not  despair,  it  is 
not  exhaustion — ^the  first  wild  fire  of  impassion- 
ed feeling  is  consumed,  but  there  remains  a 
clear  and  steady  flame.  It  is  tlie  best  period 
of  our  life,  I  might  say  the  happiest,  for  the 
wild  though  rich  emotions  of  our  first  tide  of 
years  have  not  the  pure  calm  joy  of  this.  Yea, 
this  is  the  happiest  part  of  our  existence,  when 
disappointment  has  calmed  the  ardour  of  our 
heart,  but  has  not  yet  chilled  its  glow ;  it  is 
not  the  period  of  gay  and  stormy  impulse — ^it 
is  not  the  period  of  cold,  calculating  design — 
it  is  not  the  period  of  morbid  resignation — 
but  it  is  the  period  of  contemplative  energy ! 
It  is  the  time  when  we  are  taught  that  our  first 
hopes  cannot  be  realized,  when  we  ceased  to 
wish  for  their  fulfilment,  and  learn  that  we  can 
be  happy  without  tliem.     It  is  the  crisis  of  our 
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life,  and  as  the  departure  of  early  hopes  has 
left  a  void  within  our  breast ;  we  soon  fill  it 
with  some  creation  real  or  imaginary. 

Such  forsooth  were  the  feelings  of  Altren,  as 
he  looked  upon  the  scene  around  from  the 
gothic  hall  of  his  castle.  His  thoughts  wan- 
dered back  up  the  stream  of  time — ^back  to 
Conradin  and  Scurcola — to  Naples  and  Aix — 
to  the  time  of  his  wanderings,  and  to  the  first 
evening  of  his  abode  in  Roscoe.  Yet,  he 
mourned  not  as  he  once  had  done — ^it  is  true 
the  tear  started  at  the  memory  of  Conradin, 
bis  noble,  murdered  Emperor — but  a  blush 
came  when  he  thought  of  Aix  and  its  polluted 
Court ;  and  as  the  voice  of  the  freshening  wind 
called  him  from  his  thoughts,  he  awoke  from 
his  vision  of  memory  with  a  joyous  feeling,  to 
find  himself  far  from  scenes  of  crime  and  de- 
filement in  his  pure  untainted  northern  home. 

How  strange  the  contrast!  If  here  a  storm 
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awakes  amid  the  race  of  man^  it  is  the  vigorous 
impulse  of  young  passion,  the  cloud  that 
bursts  but  to  clear  the  skies.  But  in  the  south 
the  ever-raging  tempest — the  hereditary  war  is 
the  effervescence  springing  from  corruption 
and  venting  itself  in  crime.  Even  nature  seems 
to  partake  of  these  differing  characters ;  behold 
the  Tyrrhene  sea^  the  Ionian  deep,  the  oft- 
sang  waters  of  the  tideless  Mediterranean! 
Stand  on  their  shores  beneath  the  sultry  sky, 
motionless  and  heavy  with  sweets  that  stag- 
nate— rest  thee  upon  the  wasted  soil  of  a 
volcano,  silent  with  exhaustion,  and  see  the 
languid  waves  creeping  to  the  land  as  though 
outwearied,  and  expiring  throw  themselves 
listlessly  on  the  hot  breast  of  earth !  Behold 
drooping  vegetation  !  the  sudden  starting  of 
the  drop,  dried  ere  it  can  fall — ^not  like  re- 
freshing dew,  but  like  a  tear  wrung  forth  by 
agony!  Now  wend  thee  to  the  north !  tread  the 
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Baltic  beach — or  pause  on  the  shore  of  the 
German  main !  see  the  brisk  waves  roll  up 
with  a  fierce  rush-with  an  elastic  bound  they 
leap  upon  the  earthy  haughtily  they  pause—' 
they  shake  their  snowy  mane^  break  on  the 
rocks  in  thunder,  and  then  flow  back  into  their 
tide,  waking  deep  music  in  their  vibrating 
caves !  List !  the  wind  comes  fresh  and  cool 
from  its  aerial  palace,  it  passes  like  a  thing  of 
life,  its  murmur  is  in  the  vale,  and  its  rude  song 
among  the  mountains.  It  is  evening,  see  !  how 
the  sun  sets,  proud  and  lingeringly,  not  like 
the  southern  fire,  that  drops  suddenly  to  its 
rest  as  if  the  last  effort  of  its  strength  was  over, 
and  it  fell  from  its  height. 

Behold  it  is  dark  !  The  powers  of  light  have 
left  the  air,  and  descending  on  earth  have  gone 
to  their  crystal  palace  in  the  north,  and  lo  ! 
how  they  revel  in  their  ice-paved  courts ! 
They  hold  a  festival !    how  in  sport  they  hurl 
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their  fiery  shafts  !  how  their  bright  lances  are 
flung  through  the  sky —and  admiring  mortals 
gaze  and  call  it  the  northern  lights.  Hast 
thou  seen  how  the  spirit  of  each  flower  walks 
forth  at  the  call  of  the  stars?  It  opens  the 
petal  gate  of  its  perfumed  temple,  and  glides 
along  the  tender  stem^  and  men  call  it  a  dew- 
drop  ! 

Such  mayest  thou  behold  in  the  norlh,  well 
does  nature  there  minister  to  the  mind  of  man^ 
and  if  the  visionary  northern  clothes  her  with 
unearthly  attributes,  well  does  she  repay  him, 
displaying  such  strange  glories  to  his  view,  as 
she  unfolds  not  in  a  more  southern  clime. 

Deeply  did  these  lovely  scenes  impress  the 
heart  of  Altren,for  there  is  ever  an  influence  in 
nature  that  has  power  over  our  feelings. 
They  calmed  his  thoughts — the  stings  of  am- 
bition were  forgotten  with  the  pangs  of  love  ; 
and  in  the  legendary  past  he  sought  the  com- 
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panions  which  the  present  did  not  bring. 
Often  v:bb  the  harp  of  the  scald  tuned  in 
the  hall^  and  the  young  lord  would  love  to 
listen  to  the  wild  melodies  of  eld.  In  such 
mood  would  he  send  for  the  bard,  who  would 
beguile  the  twilight  of  evening  with  the  lays 
of  love  or  war    Thus  would  he  sing  : — 


IRMALENE!    IRMALENEI 


Maiden  I  lift  from  thy  brow  those  tresses  so  fair. 
That  1  may  behold  my  fate  in  thine  eyes, 

And  let  them  ^hine  forth  from  the  flow  of  thine  hair, 
Like  beams  through  the  back-rolling  clouds  of  the  skies. 
Irmalene  ! 


For^the  sigh  that  is  heaved  from  the  depth  of  thy  breast, 
The  dew  that  rolls  over  the  rose  of  t  hy  cheek, 

May  speak  of  emotion,  may  speak  of  unrest. 
But  how  shall  I  know  tis  of  love  that  they  speak  ? 
Irmalene  I 

VOL.   I.  F 
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Then  bend  upon  mine  the  toft  light  of  thine  eyes. 
Oh  !  they  will  betray  what  thy  bosom  shall  feel, 

There  is  more  in  one  look,  than  in  tears  and  in  sighs. 
All  else  may  be  feigned,  but  that  cannot  conceal.. 
Irmalene  ! 


And  tightly  I  wreathed  back  the  soft  silken  tress. 
And  fondly  I  gazed  on  those  eyes  of  deep  blue, 
Oh  !  wild  was  the  rapture  and  long  the  caress  I 
For  the  glow  of  young  passion  beamed  bright  in  their  dew. 
Irmalene  I 


And  the  sweet  breath  that  strays  o*er  thy  lips  as  they  part 
Like  the  incense  of  loTe,  all  soft  and  divine. 

From  the  altar  he  raised  in  thy  innocent  heart. 
Though  syllabled  scarce,  speaks  of  Heaven  to  mine. 
Irmalene ! 


And  the  heave  of  that  bosom  f  what  causeth  its  glow  ? 

Why  buraeth  that  blush  with  its  mantling  bloom  ? 
Why  trembles  Uiat  warm  hand  ?  sweet  maiden  I  know, 

A  kiss  will  reveal  all  these  mysteries  soon. 
Irmalene  I 
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A  loftier  prelude  now  rolled  off  the  strings 
of  the  harp^  and  after  a  pause  the  bard  thus 
re-commenced : — 


The  knight  he  is  to  foray  gone» 
The  maiden  looks  from  the  rampavt  stone, 
The  halls  of  the  castle  are  silent  and  lone. 
Lrmalene  1 


There's  l>attle  in  the  plain  beneath, 
The  charger  dashes  through  the  heath, 
*Tis  a  scene  of  joy  and  death ! 
lrmalene  1 


Oh  I  how  flies  thy  eager  gaze, 
To  where  the  thickening  combat  plays 
Its  lightnings  through  the  morning's  haze, 
lrmalene ! 


Waves  many  a  flower  on  that  wall. 
From  lichen  low  to  holly  tall. 
But  thou  art  fairest  of  them  all. 
lrmalene  I 


F    3 
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There  came  no  blast,  there  came  no  stonB, 
And  yet  there  sunk  the  loveliest  form. 
The  others  bloom,  but  thou  art  gone  I 
Irmalene  ! 


The  bard  ceased^  but  encouraged  bj  the 
approval  of  his  lord^  low  melancholy  tones 
steal  up  the  yaulted  hall^  and  thus  he  sings :~ 


'  IrmoleDe  !    Irmalene  *] 

Why  peals  bell  in  convent  tower. 

At  midnight  hour  ? 
The  cresset  bums  on  altar  stone. 

Dim  and  lone ; 
Through  the  vaults  the  choirs  lay. 

Wails  away. 


A  warrior's  come  to  take  his  sleep. 

Long  and  deep ! 
Through  the  aisle  they  bear  him  slowly. 

Darkly,  lowly. 
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Once  he  rushed  with  welcome  speedy 

In  battles  need. 
Once  he  moved  in  lighted  hall. 

At  festival. 
Now  he  comes  to  altar  stone. 
Lowly,  slowly,  dark  and  lone  ! 

Irmalene !  Innalene  I 


From  beauty'^  breast  there  came  a  sigh, 
There  fell  a  tear  from  beauty's  eye, 
But  now  that  maiden's  sigh  and  tear. 
Are  frozen  by  that  death  cold  bier ! 


They  bear  him  onward  to  his  rest, 
The  maiden  clings  to  her  lover's  breast, 
The  hymn  is  o*er,  the  mass  is  done. 
Of  those  two  hearts,  there  beats  but  one. 


The  grave  throws  wide  its  marble  porch, 
'Neath  aisle  and  vault  fade  lamp  and  torch. 
There  are  twain  sink  'neath  the  chilly  stone 
Of  those  two  hearts,  there  beats  not  one  I 
Irmalene  ! 


The    strain    died  its  double    death  in    its 
melody^   and  in  its  echo.     A  few  melancholy 
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accords  still  thrilled  from  the  trembling  strings, 
as  though  the  sigh  of  the  deity  of  harmony 
passed  over  them^  and  a]l  was  silent. 

Such  might  the  stranger  hear  in  the  halls 
ofSchloss  Altren^  unlike  the  inglorious  life  of 
modem  noble^ — the  manly  sporty  the  warlike 
labor  raried  with  gay  festival  and  fairer  scene. 
Nor  was  the  brave  heart  stem,  for  the  min- 
strel's harp  was  ever  welcome.  Soft  thoughts, 
born  in  the  land  of  fancy^  and  nursed  by  poesy, 
were  embodied  in  many  a  legend^  and  the  arts 
of  peace  often  thrived  amidst  the  stirring  scenes 
of  feudal  war. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Lord  Altren  sat  in  the  place  of  tombs,  and 
watched  how  nature,  kind  remembrancer, 
smiled  upon  the  dead.  He  rested  by  the 
cenotaph  of  Rolf,  the  grey  granite  of  which 
was  now  covered  with  the  fairest  flowers,  that 
spring  with  an  almost  miraculous  swiftness  from 
the  turf  by  which  it  was  surrounded.  Above 
waved  a  graceful  birch,  glistening  with  sunlit 
dew.    A  mild  enchanting  calm  pen^aded  the 
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scene^  and  lulled  the  captive  senses — a  slum- 
brous melody  was  wafted  with  the  air^  and  the 
hot  breath  of  evening  floated  around  the  throb- 
bing temples  of  the  Knight^  and  was  busy 
among  his  locks  like  the  finger  of  a  spirit. 

Wherever  the  eye  turned  it  saw  beauty ;  the 
landward  hills  were  green  with  waving  foliage, 
and  the  glory  of  the  sunset^  mirrored  in  the 
east^  was  folded  around  them,  making  them 
look  like  emeralds  set  in  gold.  The  shore  at 
their  feet^  often  so  desolate^  had  assumed  a 
fairy  hue — the  white  sand  glistened  with  the 
moisture  of  the  water,  which  had  even  now 
ebbed,  and  winning  the  light  of  the  rising  moon^ 
spread  like  one  vast  meandering  sheet  of  virgia 
silver. 

Beyond,  glowed  the  north  sea  in  all  the 
variety  of  a  thousand  tints  of  light  and  shade — 
now  imaging  the  heavens  that  looked  into  its 
depths — now  tti^  castle  or  solitary  watch- tower^ 
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as  though   sketched  by   the   hands  of  water- 
maidens^  and  hung  in   sapphire   frames  inthe 
crystal  halls  of  old  ocean » 

The  sun  had  plunged  his  fiery  car  into  the 
waves,  and  his  wild  cloud-steeds  rode  along 
their  surface — a  distant  bark  hovered  on  the 
verge  of  sight,  like  a  soul  on  the  brink  of  the 
grave,  that  the  slightest  breath  might  waft  for 
ever  beyond  our  ken.  The  sky  was  scattered 
with  fleecy  clouds,  through  which  shone  the 
blue  of  heaven  or  the  silver  of  its  stars,  and 
they  floated  on  and  on  in  quick  succession,  as 
the  land-wind  bore  them  towards  the  main, 
like  the  spirits  of  men  on  their  wandering  to 
eternity. 

The  Schlbss  lay  dark  and  massy,  save  where 
a  beam  purpled  its  spires^  and  as  the  clouds 
parted  above^  it  seemed  to  win  its  light  direct 
from  heaven.. 

5  5 
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Such  was  the  scene  which  encirled  that  lone 
cemetery ;  and  around  him  who  rested  among 
its  tombs^  were  flowers  and  verdure — music 
and  dewy  branches.  Was  it  fancy  ?  Or  was  a 
gentle  sigh  breathed  through  the  trembling 
leaves  above  ?  It  came  again,  and  with  a  soft 
motion  they  waved  in  the  perfumed  air,  though 
the  wind  had  long  died  away  1  tears  of  pearly 
dew  glided  from  their  gUstcning  green,  and 
sure  they  glowed  as  though  they  came  from  a 
human  eye.  As  they  fell  on  Altren,  his  heart 
beat  with  an  impassioned  sorrow,  of  which  he 
knew  not  the  cause,  and  he  rested  motionless, 
lest  a  movement  or  a  word  might  dispel  the 
pleasing  charm.  Anon  the  graceful  brow  of 
the  birch  bent  down  towards  him,  and  the 
green  veil  of  its  foilage  was  lowered  around. 
A  slender  bough  sunk  upon  his  breast, 
fragrant,  soft,  and  dewy ;  gentle  sighs  stole 
warmly  past,  and  as    he  lay  as  it  were  in  a 
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blissful  dream,  the  pure  bright  leaves  clung  to 
his  brow,  and  he  felt  a  kiss  upon  his  lips. 
.  A  passionate  delirium  seized  him,  and  as  he 
rose  to  press  some  visioned  form  to  his  heart, 
the  charm  was  dispelled,  yet  he  thought  he 
still  saw  a  motion  in  the  boughs,  and  heard  a 
^h  breathed  over  their  drooping  tresses.. 

In  vain  Altren  lii^ered  around  the  spot,  all 
was  as  it  had  been,^  save  that  there  was  a  novel 
charm  he  had  not  before  perceived  ;  the  flowers 
shewed  fairer,,  the  trees  more  graceful  than 
before,,  whilst  the  lone  place  of  tombs  now 
seemed  to  him  like  a  garden  of  love.^ 

As  he  reluctantly  wended  his  way  towards 
his  home,  casting  many  a  look  behind^  he 
thought  a  celestial  light  hovered  around  the 
scene  he  had  left,  and  that  the  trees  waved 
and  beckoned  him  back.  Never  before  had  the 
mansion  of  his  fathers  appeared,  so  gloomy. 

Every   day  at  the  houc  of  twilight  Altren, 
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sought  the  cenotaph  of  Rolf^  doubting  whether 
all  had  not  been  a  mere  play  of  fancy^  yet 
unwilling  to  disbelieve  the  pleasing  dream. 
Day  faded  after  day,  sun  after  sun  sunk  into 
the  sea,  and  he  watched  in  vain. 

Once^  on  a  glowing  evening  of  spring,  as  he 
rested  beneath  the  shade  of  the  tree  which 
rose  above  the  Wave-tamer's  tomb,  amid  the 
drowsy  harmonies  of  hushing  nature,  wild 
visions  of  unearthly  loveliness  flitted  past  him ; 
he  awoke  from  his  dream  of  thoughts,  for 
surely  he  had  felt  the  sigh  of  a  living  breath. 
He  started  up  and  beheld,  or  deemed  he  be* 
held,  a  form  of  celestial  beauty  bending  over 
him ;  —  but  a  silvery  veil,  sparkling  and 
feathery,  like  crystalized  dew  closed  around  it, 
and  it  vanished.  In  vain  AUren  rushed  to  the 
spot  where  last  it  stood ;  in  vain  he  called  on 
the  lovely  apparition  by  every  endearing  name, 
aU  remained  calm,  and  still ! 
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No  more  the  chase  was  heard  in  the  forest 
— no  more  the  wassail  sounded  in  the  castle 
hallsy  but  lone  and  sad,  the  knight  loved  to 
wander  on  the  storm-worn  shore,  and,  with 
the  hour  of  twilight,  seek  the  place  of  tombs. — 

Oh  \  how  lovely  was  that  spot  to  him,  for 
it  was  the  scene  of  his  meeting  with  the  being 
he  loved  ! — Fit  dweUing  for  a  spirit !  for  there 
all  speaks  of  another  world ! — ^The  very  grass 
of  the  graves  is  animate ! — ^Thou  treadest  upon 
hearts  once  torn  by  burning  feelings,  now  re- 
awakened to  a  soft  and  peacefhl  life  in  the 
guiae  of  fair-hued  flowers;  and  the  past 
passions  of  the  dead  tinge  their  glossy  leaves. 
— There  is  a  warrior's  tomb,  see  !  how  crimson 
they  are  !  The  fire  lily  tosses  its  proud  brow 
to  the  air,  and  seems  to  breathe  past  battles. — 
This  is  a  maiden's  grave;  and  lo  !  a  white 
rose  wreathes  around  its  stone,  the  emblem  of 
a  pure  heart  that  died  ere  it  loved,  but  it  is 
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bedded  in  forget-me-not  I — ^There  rests  a  youth 
^-he  passed  away  ere  blood  had  tinged  his 
sword,  or  laurel  crowned  his  brow;  but  be 
hath  his  reward,  for  a  wreath  of  peace^denoting 
violets  blooms  above  his  pillow  ! — Oh !  to 
drink  the  perfume  of  those  flowers  is  like 
quaffing  the  cup  of  immortality  1 

The  chase  and  the  banquet  were  deserted, 
but  the  strains  of  the  bard  were  the  more 
heard  in  the  halls  of  Altren ;  often  would  he 
listen  to  the  harped  recital  of  his  favorite  tale, 
the  loves  of  Rolf  and  Elbine ;  often  would  he 
call  the  minstrel  to  sing  the  lay  of  the  Wave- 
tamer  to  his  river  bride.  The  well  known 
songs  were  in  the  knoAvledge  of  every  peasant,, 
but  the  fathers  of  the  church  frowned,  and 
they  were  forbidden  themes.  Yet  though  the 
brethren  of  Saint  Emmeran  might  rule  with 
an  iron  hand  that  part  of  the  diocese  of  the 
apostle  of  the  north,   the  departed   Anskar,. 
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allotted  to  their  care,  their  power  stopped  at 
the  gates  of  Mtren,  who  brooked  not  an  earthly 
lord,  be  he  cowled  monk  or  despot  king. 
Often  then  might  the  listening  serf  hear  the 
legendary  and  forbidden  songs  of  his  land 
harped  in  the  mansion  of  his  chief;  and  well 
skilled  in  their  melodies  was  Yrplin,  the  aged 
bard,  who  at  his  first  meeting  with  the  knight, 
in  the  cottage  of  Roscoe,  had  won  his  favor, 
and  bad  since  been  installed  the  house-minstrel 
of  Schloss  Altren. 


THE    DEATH    OF   ROLF. 


Oh  !  take  me  to  thy  blest  abode, 
From  this  cold  and  charmless  earth, 

For  life  is  but  the  nigged  road  . 
To  gloomy  woe  from  idle  mirth  1 
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With  thee  how  blest  my  days  shall  glide   ' 
Within  thy  mansion  of  cool  wave  ! 

If  Heaven  forbid,  my  spirit  bride, 
Thy  dwelling  shall  become  my  grave. 


Thy  dwelling  it  is  in  the  river 
Where  its  crystal  wave  is  blue. 

And  the  water  flowers  quiver 
In  thy  hall  of  silver  hue. 


Thy  couch  it  is  of  spotless  pearl 
Beneath  the  archway  of  the  fall, 

Where  the  azure  eddy's  whirl 
Makes  thy  bower  musical. 


Methinks  I  see  thy  quiet  home, 

Methinks  I  tread  its  crystal  porch, 
While  o'er  us  spreads  the  azure  dome. 

Where  wave-nymphs  lift  their  phospher-torch  !! 


See  !  with  charms  mysterious  graced 
Yon  alcove^s  o'er  arching  gloom, 

With  water-lilies  round  it  placed. 
Like  censers  holding  rich  pei^meu. 
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Hark  !  how  wind,  that  harper  rude, 

Dormant  waves,  to  music  wakes, 
And  sweeping  o*erthe  slumbrous  flood, 

Its  glassy  sheet  to  brightness  breaks  1 


Eibine  !  thj  dwelling  *8  wondrous  fiiir, 
And  much  I  long  to  wend  with  thee. 

This  life  is  but  a  life  of  care, 
And  thine  is  joy  immortally. 


*^^^  ^^^  %l#  %l# 

^^  ^^  ^^  ^^ 


The  maiden  heard,  in  mystie  hour 
The  knight  went  with  his  river  bride, 

The  bells  tolled  loud  in  convent  tower, 
And  sorrowing  serfe  said,  Rolf  had  died. 


Thus  in  the  past,  Altren  sought  those  joys 
which  the  present  withheld  from  him^  and  mourn- 
ful were  the  evening  hours  in  his  lonely  wan- 
derings, Tis  twilight !  twilight  that  is  almost 
darkness^  and  again  the  Knight  stands  by  the 
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time-worn  cenotaph^  whose  rents  were  filled 
with  flowers  of  wondrous  fairness.  By  the 
unearthly  brightness  of  their  hue — by  their 
celestial  fragrance — by  the  soft  dew  which  still 
clings  to  them,  the  hand  of  a  spirit  must  have 
been  busy  among  them  in  the  self  same  hour» 
for  they  are  yet  fresh  with  the  magic  of  its 
touch. — Altren  gazed  on  them  with  a  melan- 
choly longing  at  his  heart.  Twice,  his  fancy 
taught  him  to  believe,  he  had  been  near  the 
fairy  being.  If  she  came  the  third  time,  then 
the  eye  of  a  mortal  would  behold  her. 

*^  Oh  !  grant  me  more  than  flowers,  beautiful 
spirit !  veil  not  thyself  from  me  for  ever !" 

A  soft  delirium  seized  the  knight  as  he  in- 
haled the  perfume  of  those  flowers,  and  his 
tears  mingled  with  the  pearl-drops  on  their 
leaves.  As  he  spoke,  a  silvery  light  passed 
over  their  humid  petals,  they  raised  their 
tender  stems  and  opened  their  hearts  of  sweets, 
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and  the  boughs  above  him  glistened  and  trem- 
bled with  a  gentle  motion.  And  behold  !  by 
his  side  stood,  robed  in  a  mild  effulgence^  a 
celestial  maid!  She  waved  her  snowy  arm 
above  the  tomb^  and  it  passed  through  the  air 
like  a  silver  moonbeam !  And  from  the  folds 
of  the  mist-like  veil  that  floated  around  her, 
a  sparkling  shower  of  gentle  dew-drops  sunk 
upon  the  vibrating  flowers.  There  was  a  solemn 
stillness  in  the  air,  and  thus,  upon  its  hush, 
she  poured  the  music  of  her  voice. 

Fairy  children  of  the  earth  ! 
Eve  is  eome,  and  I  am  here, 
How  fered  ye  in  your  day's  career  ? 

Hath  the  air  been  dun  and  hot, 
Or  a  rude  wind  from  the  west, 
Broken  on  your  sunny  rest  ? 

Flowers !  your  cares  to  me  confide, 
I  am  come  with  light  and  dew, 
And  culled  them  fresh  to  bring  to  you. 
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I  fold  around  ye  magic  glow, 

To  make  anew  the  incense  burn, 
Deep  within  your  fragrant  urn. 


I  scatter  theses  refreshing  drops, 

To  give  your  brows  a  brighter  hue. 
Lo  !  I  bring  you  light  and  dew. 


Altren  stood  entranced,  regarding  the  lovely 
apparition  as  it  tended  the  magic  flowers — his 
tongue  essayed  to  falter  forth  some  words^  but 
he  could  not  speak.  The  spirit  read  his 
thoughts,  and  bending  upon  him  the  swim- 
ming sapphire  of  her  eyes,  laid  her  light  hand 
upon  him  with  a  fairy  touch. 


Altren  !  ne*er  has  mortal  seen, 
Save  thou,  the  presence  of  Valdine,* 


•  Valdiue — (pronounce  Valdene)  means  the   Spirit   of  the 
Wood,  and  is  derived  from  the  word  Wald ^wood. 
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The  knight  sunk  on  his  knee  before  her  in 
passionate  adoration^  and  scarce  had  the  words 
of  the  maiden  broken  the  charmed  silence,  than 
the  flood  of  his  feelings  burst  forth  in  a  wild 
address. 

'*  And  art  thou,"  he  cried,  "  art  thou  the 
lovely  spirit  of  this  scene,  Valdine  ?  The  maid 
of  stilly  groves  ?  oh,  pity  the  vain  heart  of  a 
mortal,  that  Ufts  itself>  in  passionate  aspirings 
unto  thee  !  leave  me  not  to  the  cold  inanity  of 
life,  depart  not  t  or  ere  thou  dost,  kill  me  with 
the  effulgence  of  thy  beauty  !" 

A  smile  of  love  glowed  on  her  rosy  lips,  and 
glistened  in  her  eyes  as  when  starlight  plays  on 
limped  lynns — she  advanced — she  glided  near 
and  more  near — he  felt  the  silken  wave  of  her 
blond  tresses  flow  over  his  brow — Valdine 
rlung  to  his  heart.  A  flood  of  happiness  too 
great  for  utterance  thrilled  through  his  frame 
as  he  clasped  her  to  his  breast. 
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«  Can'st  thou  love  ?  Valdine !  '^ 

^'  Altren  !''  and  her  voice  waa  as  the  mtmiiur 
of  streamlets^  or  as  the  sigh  of  the  landwind 
among  the  boughs. 


Altren !  the  choicest  gift  from  heayeny 
Love !  to  mortal  heart  was  given  ; 
And  deem'st  thou  joy  so  rich  and  fidr 
Be  confined  to  human  hreast ! 
Oh  !  gaze !  behold  it  eveiy  where. 
In  the  earth-— .the  sea,  the  air ! 
VHiere  heaven  is  kind  and  nature  blest ! 


But  as  the  ray  that  from  the  star, 
Cometh  clear  and  floateth  fiur, 
Yet,  ere  it  reacheth  to  the  earth, 
Hath  lost  the  brightness  of  its  birth: 
Thus  heaven-sent  love  bums  faint  in  man. 
He  loves  not  thus  as  spirits  can/ 
He  loves  not  thus  as  I  love  thee. 
The  love  that  lasts  immortally  ! 


^^Thus  then  I  dedicate  myself  to  thee  for  ever  P' 
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cried  Altren^  printing  a  burning  kiss  upon  her 
glowing  lips. — She  laid  her  hand  on  bis. — ^The 
moon  with  argent  finger  lifted  the  veil  of  cloud 
from  the  face  of  heaven — ^poured  a  flood  of 
light  upon  their  union^  and  lit  their  nuptial 
torch ;  pale  glowed  the  Chapel  in  its  beams. 
Altren  turned  towards  it. 

^^  There  let  us  consecrate  our  love  and  link 
our  hearts  for  ever  !  then  no  envious  fates  can 
come  between  us,  then  we  cannot  be  parted  V^ 
But  Yaldine  raised  her  azure  eyes  to  his ;  they 
beamed  with  love  and  tears. 

For  mortal  hearts  to  frailness  prone, 
Such  bonds  were  made  for  them  alone, 
No  link  a  spirit's  love  can  chain. 
It  must  be  fetterless  and  free 
And  from  its  own  bright  self  maintain, 
The  essence  of  its  purity. 

And  ere  thou  see*st  me  again, 
Many  a  storm  will  burst  o'er  thee. 
Mayhap  thy  love  may  be  estranged 
Thy  spirit  with  thy  fortunes  changed. 
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For  thus  'tis  willed  by  those  above, 
There  must  be  trials  to  thy  love. 
For  ere  his  heart  be  ftiUy  tried. 
No  mortal  wins  a  spirit  bride* 


Valdlne  wept  passionately^  and  clung  fondly 
to  Altren ;  then  winding  herself  out  of  his 
arms,  sunk  in  prayer  not  to  pledge  her  love — 
910^  to  hear  his  vow^  but  to  implore^  that  the 
heart  of  Altren  might  never  be  ei^tranged  from 
her — ^that  its  undying  passion — might  glow 
immortally. — ^Then  her  prayer  died  into  hopes, 
and  with  hopes  came  fears^  and  she  breathed 
them  on  his  breast. 


There  is  a  sorrow  dark  and  deep ; 

'Tis  life  without  affections  past, 
When  all  the  kindly  passions  sleep 
Within  the  heart,  and  no  blest  voice 
Calls  them  from  slumber  to  rqjoice, 

'Tis  like  the  young  day  overcast 


THB    WOOD    SPIRIT.  121 

It  comet  with  its  flowers. 

And  all  that  is  &ir, 
Hiere  is  dew  in  the  bowers. 

There  are  sweets  in  the  air. 
There  are  charms  without  number, 

But  the  sun  is  not  there 
To  bid  them  be  bright. 

And  wake  them  firom  dumber, 
With  the  glow  of  h»  light. 


But  their  sweets  are  inumed. 
Their  beauties  unknown, 
Tlieir  incense  hath  burned, 
At  BO  shrine  but  their  own. 


Thus  the  flowers  of  the  soul  its  feelings  of  worth. 
The  light  of  affection  alone  can  call  forth ! 


There  is  sorrow  still  more  deep. 
That  warps  the  mind,  and  kills  the  heart  i 
Its  clouds  may  swiftly  past  us  sweep, 
But  sunshine  comes  not  when  they  part. 


VOL.    !• 
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There  the  ilowen  ^iriB^  bo  iiiart» 
For  thej  were  called  ioto  their  Uooai» 
And  the  storm  came  in  ftB^kxMDy 
And  hurt  them  to  tii«  oore! 


'Tii  love  betrayed^ 
"lis  hope  that  dies, 
*Ti8  a  desert  made 
In  a  paradise. 


thus  tis,  when  once  we  tasted  blia, 
And  lose  aheart  onoe  all  our  own. 

Oh !  Altren  !  may  a  grief  like  this. 
By  me  be  nerer  known  I 


Did  Altren  answer  ?  did  he  breathe  vowa  of 
eternal  eon^tancy  ?  No^  he  refdied  by  a  silent^ 
rapturous  caress — earthly  vows  were  not  tot 
the  ear  of  a  pure  spotless  spirit — they  belong- 
ed not  to  a  love  so  celestial,  bat  his  answer 
was  silence  and  soft  passion* 

How  soon  must  happiness  pass  from  us. 
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scarce  have  we  tasted  of  the  eap  of  joy^  ere  it 
breaks  in  our  hands ! 

The  flowers  on  the  tomb  ^booped  and  paled^ 
a  gloom  came  oyer  the  air,  and  Valdine  glided 
away!  Her farewdl Woids  died  on  the  lifted 
wind. 


Altren,  mine,  we  part,  we  part  t 

Without  a  Imk  tP  bjiA 
Sare  wlipt  iwuteth  hemitQ  h/emU 


Altren,  when  we  meet,  we  meet, 

To  aever  or  unite  U- 
Time  with  ereiy  sweet  will  fleet, 

For  erer  on  hii  flighty 


Bafcifltaaioiirtoiii  n  amlawei 
'BecMn»  Ihe  ^jnaifj^poU, 

o    3 
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Oh !  may  &e^  oome  the  tlme«4»-what  time 
No  more  to  paft^  we  mciet ; 

Our  hearts  be  linked,  and  ffiine'and  mine 
Toone  soft  pasilon  beat. 


If  thou  become  untrue-^-untrue, 
We  meet  but  once  again. 

And  then  it  is  but  to  undo 
Our  lost  loves  breaking  chain. 


There  iM  a  flower  that  well  will  tell, 

If  thou  dbst  fickle  proTe, 
The  flower  breathes  fareweli-^&rewell, 

Fit  emblem  of  our  love ! 


Forget-tie-not,  its  name— its  name 
Will  call  me  to  thy  mind. 

And  if  thy  heart  remain  the  sanMi, 
^Twill  blossom  Mr  and  kind. 


Biit  if  thou  prove  untme«-^nniiil^^ 
'Twill  droop  and  fiide  and  pioei 

'Twill  lose  its  clear  eyed  dew— its  hue, 
Its  bloom,  and  scent  divine. 
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Altrfn  f  pow  vfe  part— w«  part 

Witouht  a  link  to  bind. 
Save  wliatumteth  heart  to  heart 

The  luUc  of  BQol  aod  roiiid ! . 


Now  I  in  lonely  dell  must  dwells 
Aod  thou  in  knightly  scene. 

Altren,  mine !  Farewell !  Farewell ! 
Forget  not  thy  Valdine ! 


The  music  of  her  voice  had  died  away,  and 
life  no  longer  seemed  floating  on  the  dreamy 
air,  since  those  sounds  were  still — sadness  deep 
and  undefined  sunk  upon  the  soul  of  Altren. 
The  world  seemed  a  void,  but  in  his  heart 
there  was  enough  to  people  all  its  space  with 
woe.  Wildly  his  eyes  sought  for  some  token 
of  remembrance,  and  lo  !  at  his  feet  bloomed  a 
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forget-me-not  of  wondrous  brightness,  he 
thought  of  the  words  of  her  £Eurewell^  he 
gathered  it  and  treasured  it  as  a  sacred  remi- 
niscence of  Valdine ! 
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CHAPTER  XL 


Du&ixo  the  absence  of  the  lords  of  Altresi^ 
from  their  widespread  domain^  those  who  had 
both  legally  and  under  divers  pretexts  poss^SBed 
themselves  of  its  sway^  had  enjoyed  a  long 
immunity.  Perverted  laws^  tripled  taxes,  and 
overstrained  authority  marked  the  rule  of  its 
temporary  masters. 

The  brethren  of  the  church  had  been  princi- 
pally benefited  by  the  neglect  the  legitimate 
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lords  of  the  soil  had  evinced  towards  their 
patrimony.  Many  a  shining  coin,  wrung  from 
the  suffering  serfs  lilted  the  coffers  of  Saint 
Hmmeran,  and  Lyndarn,  its  dark  and  avaricious 
Abbot,  had  ao  extended  the  effects  of  his  rapa- 
cious tyranny,  that  his  name  was  linked  with  a 
curse  on  almost  eveiylip.  There  was  plenty  in 
the  convent  hall,  whilst  hunger  sought  the  board 
of  the  peasant — there  was  revel  in  the  profaned 
dome,  when  woe  dwelt  beneath  the  lowly  roof. 
Need  we  wonder  then  thai  the  joy  of  the  har- 
rowed serfs  was  heartfelt  at  the  long  wished  for 
arrival  of  their  youthful  lord,  or  if  the  fears  and 
gloomy  anticipations  of  the  Abbot  and  his 
brethren  in  crime  were  proportionably  great  ? 

In  vain  Lyndarn  sought  to  gain  an  absolute 
sscendancy  over  (as  he  deemed)  the  inexperi- 
enced youth.  Hatred  and  malice  took  posses- 
sion of  his  heart,  when  he  found  that  neitlier 
his  insinuating   wiles  nor  his  dark   sophistry 
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could  mak^  any  irapNssioii  on  the  free  and 
notde^iiitof  AHi^en.  -  t 

<lf  tfae^ouftg  chief  for borfe*  ihquiry  into  the 
past^  it  waa  maroy  aod-n^t  fear  that'  cBi^Med 
t^is  .knity^  bHI  h6  watdb^  with  'a  -keei^-eye 
over  4ihe<  pr^etiV  AUd'  with  an  irM  hand  he 
eaftireed^liie)id0creea{  of  ^  jdsliSci  i^net  the 
Abbot  of  Saint :  BjailneiM#  Thl^  tributary 
anma.  xaisad  ^o  anr  unbeftrd  of  ^amount-  in  his 
absence^  and  eittoft^  byviafmcfd  fo9Ge{r&ak  the 
rained  Taaaril^  wi^re  iraihilted,'  luid  Altaren 
forbada  the 'Abbot  40'  etn^t  fUcim  under  'any 
pretext  whatever.  The  monastery  had  been 
nobly  endowed  by  his  aiieestorSj  and  needed 
not  the  aid  of  illegally  raided  treasure  for  its 
■laintenance; ' 

The  neighbouring  lords  had  encroached  on 
certain  parts,  of  hi6  domains^  and  had  demanded 
dues  frooi  ^eph^  not  their  own,    A  firm  remon- 

V.    ;•  G-5'-       ■- 
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strance  from  Lord  Altren  passed  unheeded, 
and  soon  they  marvelled  to  behold  the  scarcely 
known  stranger,  whom  they  had  been  taught  to 
despise  by  the  wily  Lyndarn,  appear  on  their 
confines  at  the  head  of  a  glittering  and  well  ap- 
pointed force,  such  as  had  never  been  seen  in 
that  secluded  fand.  Some  deemed  it  the  Varan- 
gian guard  returned  from  its  voluntary  exile, 
some  a  part  of  the  army  of  the  German  Em- 
peror come  for  conquest,  for  the  badge  of  the 
Hohenstaufen  was  still  on  the  breast  of  Altren, 
and  the  arms  of  its  house  were  blazoned  on  his 
banner. 

Once,  and  once  only  bis  foes  resisted,  acd 
they  fled  like  dust  before  the  charge  of  his 
German  horsemen.  Submission  and  redress 
met  him  on  every  side,  and  many  who  feared 
the  ambition  of  the  youthful  chieftain,  and  the 
continuance  of  a  feud  ao  brilliantly  commenced, 
would  have  bought   peace  at  a  large  sacrifice. 


J 
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aod  on  humiliatiDg  tenns.      Scarcely,  however, 
had   Ahreo  secured  the  integrity  of  his  own 
domain  and  the  rights  of  bis  serfs,  than  he 
withdraw  bis  tnoops  into  the  Schloss^  granted 
peace  to  aU  his  enemies,    ^lad    declared,  it 
was  but  rest  and  quiet  that  he  sought  in  his 
aooient  patrimcmj^  and  that  the  bamier  of  his 
bouse  v^bould^ever  be. unfurled  in    war^but 
to  resist  4n.  hostile  aggression.    ^ 
•  This  generosity  but  deepened  the  hatred  of 
his  fi>e%  and  hia  moderation    but  caused  a 
doubt  of  some  sinister  and  latent  plan;  but 
their  impotence  so  lately  proved  against  the 
arms  of  their  young  antagonist^  secured  to  the 
bitter  at  least  a  temporary  peace,  which  he  em- 
ployed m  reviving  the  ancient  prosperity  of  his 
{lossessions,    adoriung    the   mansion    of    his 
fathers,  and  fostering  arts  and  trade  among  his 
vassals. 

The  rapidly  altering  aspect  of  the  coast^  the 
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spleodour  of  the  Schloss,  the  number  of  re- 
tainers, the  barks  which  studded  the  waves— 
the  rich  cornfields,  the  green  and  well-stooked 
pastures,  the  rising  villi^s,  the  smiling  cotta- 
ges, the  glad  lays  and  joyous  looks  of  their 
inhabitants,  contrasted  with  the  wretched  ap> 
pearance  of  the  lands  and  serfs  of  neighbour- 
ing lords,  while  it  afibrded  joy  to  dtt  heart  of 
Altren,  did  but  awaken  envy  and  hatred  in 
that  of  his  enemies — the  more  so  as  die  re- 
spective vassals  were  not  slow  in  drawing  die** 
advantageous  comparisons,  and  rather  loud  in 
proclaiming  them. 

The  great  fomeutor  of  the  animosity  felt 
towards  the  chief  and  the  main  author  of  the 
idle  calumnies,  which  were  insidiously  spread 
against  him,  was  Lyndam,  the  sources  of 
whose  ill-gotten  wealth  had  ceased  to  flow,  at 
the  same  time  that  his  ambitious  prospects 
were  annihilated. 


THB  WOOD     aPIBIT*  IBS 

When  the  first  fierce  endeasrourof  Altre&^$ 
enemies  had:  been  foiied^tiiough  he  had  dis» 
covered  who  had  been  the  instigator  of  th^ 
attack  in  the  person  of )  the\Abbot,  he  showed 
no  other  marks  <^  resentment  than  in  no  longer 
vmting  Smnt  Emmeran,  and>  in  restoring  the 
ruined  <  <  t^hapeV  in  the  ubotial  i  ground  of  his 
houses  wfaidb  had^  ^  as  iradttioQi  said^  been  'cop^ 
secrated  in  olden  time  l^ithe  sainted  hands  of 
the  venerable  Aaskar,  -Hkiusolititfy  habits 
likewise  did  ju>t  tend ^ to  .conciliate  the  neigh-* 
bouring  chiefa^  who.  were  e^cchided  from  his 
board  at  the  very  time  that  his  hospitable  halls 
were  filled  with  wayworn  strangers* 

Thus  we  behold  Altren  surrounded  by  bitter 
foes5  whom  nothing  but  bis  virtues  had  created, 
and  who  were  ;as  yet  checked  from  open 
hostility  only  by  the  fear  of  his  power. 

No  marvel  then  that  every  d^^hious  action. 
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that  every  aberration  from  the  caatoma  of  a 
eountry  to  Mrhidi  he  waa  a  alrangert  ahouM 
hare  been  construed  into  an  evil.  iAtentum  or 
an  insult;  and  we  shall  find  how  Lyndarat 
avaiUng  himself  of  this^  fimned  the  embeva  of 
discord  into  a  flame. 

The  object  of  these  secret  machinations 
lived  in  proud  and*  careless  ignoranoe  of 
his  plans^  and  spent  this  interval  of  cslm 
before  the  storm  in  that  triumphant  resist- 
ance against  the  encroaching  sea,  which  reSi- 
cued  so  fair  a  tract  of  land  from  beneath  ita 
waves. 

Yrplin,  who  had  becoQie  the  friend  of  hia 
lord^  saw  with  joy  the  reappearing  fields,  the 
rebuilt  villages ;  and  many  a  note  of  triu^iph 
and  pleasure  pealed  firom  the  strings  of  hia 
scaldic  harp.  Every  storm  of  the  sea,  which 
had  threatened  the  infant  works — every  labour 
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at  the  riaiiig  dyke^  -w^eamttnd  by  him  iaio 
a  battle  whir  the  demons  of  oeGaQ>  or  a  irktofjr 
of  the  home  of  Altrea  over  its  aneieat  and 
immortd  fbes ;  aitd  loud  was  fau  lajr  when  he 
sung;  how  once  again^  after  lo  loi^aa  interval, 
the  line  of  his  lord  asserted  its  dercdj  disputed 
8Wa7  above  the  waters  of  the  deep. 

Altren  oiconraged  the  aged  bard  in  h» 
song^  and  lured  many  a  venorable  legend  out 
of  the  lap  of  foi^etfiilness.  More  did  he  love 
to  listen  to  the  harp,  than  to  choir  in  cathedral 
aisle,  or  the  dorion  in  knightly  joust,  for  alas ! 
memory  ever  raised  her  voice  when  they  were 
heard,  and  their  mingling  became  a  dis- 
cord! 

But  these  lays  had  been  forbidden,  and 
those  who  sang  them  came  under  the  especial 
censure  of  the  church.  No  sooner,  therefore, 
was  it  known,  that  they  wens  encouraged  by 
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Altren^  and  that  Trplxn  (who  had  lon^'been  an 
object  of  hatred  to  the  brethreik  of^  Si^nt 
Emmeran)  was  raised  to  the  dignity  of  schlbiS- 
minstrel  in  the  castle^  thiln  Ljndara "  iseii^ 
this  opportunity  of  working  tonoyaneettf^ 
patron,  and  of  dedixcing  tberefrbm  kUch  tangi- 
ble matter  of  ofience,  as  should  jostiff -the 
ukeribr  measures,  dictated  by  his  malice,  ikihe 
eyes  of  the  chieftains  of  the  1  tod; 

A  haughty  message  from  the  Abbot j  cbttir 
manding  Altren  to  deliver  up  Trplin  toHthe 
wrath  of  the  church,  for  chaunting  pagaki 
legends,  and  himself  to  do  corporeal  penance, 
at  the  shrine  of  Saint  Emmeran,  for  penofitting 
them  in  his  castle,  was  met  on  the  part  of  the 
chief  with  a  contemptuous  and  dignified  refu- 
sal* Qe  denied  there  being  anjrthing  subver- 
sive of  religion  in  the  minstrelsy  of  YrpUn,.  or 
that  he  ha4  in  any  way  made  himBclf  amenabk 
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to  puQi&hinent;^.  H^  farth^more  denied  the 
^j^jtM^  of  th^.abbpt.to  sumBM)a. luA;^eg^^ 
tpxg  of  his,  i^taip^^  before  1^«  j^ooli  and 
tljyr^tened  the  am^tioiis.  priest  with  a  wiUi- 
dxawal  of  .those,  favoars,  which;,  had  raised  him 
to  %pe  height  iie  at  present  oceupiedr 
.  Jjjadi^um,  j  who  knaw  the  zioble  and  j;enerouB 
oature^pf  the  enem;  he  had  made^  expected 
and  wished  for  a  similar  reply,  and  i)o  sooner 
had  he  receiyed,  it,  than  he  convened  the 
neigbhouring  lords  before  the  altar  of  Saint 
JEUnpieram  imparted  to  th^n  the  answer  of 
Altren,  and  construed  it  into  an  arrogant 
jttsumption  of  illegal  power, — into  an  attack 
upon  the  hereditary  and  incontestible  privileges 
of  the  church,  (forgetting  that  they  had  been 
a  free,  but  conditional  grant  of  the  ancestors 
of  the  very  man  he  accused,)  and  into  an  im- 
plied pi:e«eminence  over  all  his  compeers,  which 
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if  not  timelj  checked,  would  lead  to  their 
entire  subjection  by  so  powerful  and  dangei^ 
0U8  a  ri/aL 

These  and  similar  reasons  equally  anfoundr> 
ed^  so  inflamed  his  auditors,  that  Lyndam 
succeeded  in  causing  them  to  unite  with  him 
against  Altren  ;  and  they  were  pledged-  before 
the  high  altar  of  the  church  to  support,  H 
necessary  with  an  armed  hand,  the  demands  of 
the  ambitious  Abbot. 

The  head  of  this  league  was  Enrol,  one  of 
the  most  powerful  nobles  of  Jutland,  who  had 
totally  given  himself  up  to  the  interests  of  the 
priesthood.  With  him  went  all  the  minor 
chieftains  of  the  country,  and  the  union  thus 
formed,  strengthened  as  it  was  by  the  sanction  of 
religion,  was  one,  that  might  well  prove  formid- 
able to  Altren. 

The  latter  still  dwelt  in  peace  in  his  paternal 
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mansion}  and  knew  nought  of  the  storm  that 
wasi  rising  around  him^  for  his  enemies  had  kept 
their  league  a  profound  secret^  whether  from 
fear  of  his  power  and  proiress  or  perhiqpa  to 
crash  him  Hie  sooner  by  attacking  him  unpre* 
pared* 

The  first  step  to  open  hostility  which  followed 
hia  refusal  ai  the  demands  of  Lyndam^  was  the 
curse  of  excommunication  and  a  local  interdict 
laid  on  his  domain. 

.  This  fir$t  burst  of  the  tempest,  though  it 
shewed  the  weight  of  the  thunderbolt,  which  as 
yet  slept  in  its  clouds,  shook  not  the  resolution 
of  Altren,  who  had  learned  to  hate  and  brave  the 
misused  power  of  the  arrogant  priesthood  in 
the  early  parts  of  his  adventurous  life.  He  had 
heard  of,  he  had  partly  seen,  the  giant  struggles 
of  the  house  of  Hohenstaufen  with  its  mitred 
enemies,  and  an  imquenchable  hatred  of  their 
order,  and  their    limitless    pretensions    was 
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rooted  in  his  breast.  It  was  not  therefore  ex- 
traordinary that  he  remained  inflexible  against 
the  menaces  of  so  humble  a  delegate  of  tiie 
Vatican  as  Lyndarn,  and  was  glad  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  punishing  the  culpable  ambition, 
which  had  ruined  one  of  the  noblest  houses  on 
earth,  and  swept  from  its  name  the  halo  of 
mundane  glory,  but  to  engrave  it  on  the  page 
of  immortality. 

The  only  reply  therefore  to  the  interdict  was 
the  deposing  of  Lyndarn,  and  the  peremptory 
mandate  to  the  brethren  of  Saint  Emmeran, 
to  continue  the  functions  of  the  church.  But 
Altren  knew  the  character  of  hia  foe  too  well, 
not  to  be  aware  that  he  never  would  have  re- 
course to  such  violent  measures  without  suffi- 
cient power  to  enforce  them,  he  therefore  lost 
no  time  in  assembling  and  arming  his  numerous 
vassals  and  retainers ; — in  putting  his  castle 
in  a  state  of  defence,  and,  thus  prepared,  await- 
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kig  the  next  step»  of  his  enemies,  who  wisely 
paused  ei»  they  oonmMieed  an  armed  aggres^ 
sionV  thttfcthfl  anathema  m^t  work  in  silence 
and  dienate  fte  hearts  of  the  serfs  from  their 
lord;.  .£-...•_  -.-V 


.'      i  .V.    .  '  .  .-'       .'  -'     .'      ••.  ^ 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


A  DBEP  gloom  hong  over  the  domains  of  Al- 
tren^  for  impending  war  hovered  on  their 
borders,  and  the  curse  of  excommunication 
rested  heavily  upon  them.  Every  brow  was 
dark— -every  heart  was  sad^  the  glad  scene  of 
peace  was  passing  like  a  dream^  and  the  very 
air  seemed  darkened  with  the  ghosts  of  the 
unburied  dead. 
Every  church  was  closedi  dumb  was  choir- 
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lay — mute  was  tower-bell — the  grass  of  the 
hallowed  death  field  was  undisturbed,  but 
maaj  a  iresh  heaped  mound  was  seen  in  lonely 
spot  with  a  withering  wreath  cast  on  it,  and 
many  a  funeral  wail  was  heard  in  bowers  of 
love! 

Men  spoke  in  Whispers  leat  the  erer-wateh- 
iog  curse  should  hear  them,  and  mark  them 
out  for  vengeance.  When  they  passed  they 
ventured  not  to  look  on  God's  closed  temples, 
and  the  silenced  bell  called  louder  to  their 
hearts  than  when  it  thundered  forth  its  fullest 
peal !  Sach  was  the  power  of  the  church 
upon  their  minds,  that  although  they  despised 
those  in  whom  it  was  vested,  though  they 
knew  of  the  vices  and  crimes  of  Lyndam,  and 
felt  the  injustice  of  hia  present  proceedings, 
yet  they  bowed  implicitly  to  his  mandates  ! — 
Oh !  h^py  thosBi  from  whose  hearts  know- 
ledge has  banished  the  cloud  of  superstition. 
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uid  freed  religion  from  the  darker  stains  which 
defile  its  earthly  garment. 

What  woe  was  caused  by  that  one  word, 
ban !  Thouaands  were  doomed  to  suffer  hy 
this  interdict,  for  no  fault  of  their  own.  No ! — 
nor  even  for  that  of  their  lord — but  for  the 
rancour  felt  in  the  breast  of  a  priest !  Turn 
Tre  for  a  moment  from  such  sights,  and  recall 
a  scene  irom  the  past. 

Vasmer,  loved  friend  of  Altren !  did  thy  lord 
think,  when  with  thee  he  left  thy  southern 
land,  and  fled  from  the  defiled  scenes  of  mar- 
tial murder,  from  the  wild  crimes  of  a  polluted 
court, — from  the  blood-stained  tyranny  of 
despotic  priesthood,  that  discord  would  follow 
to  his  northern  home,  and  the  sword  of  Scur- 
cola  gleam  in  the  vale  of  Roscoe  ? — And  thou, 
young  page !  when  thou  didst  wander  with  the 
friend  of  thy  heart  from  thy  fatherland,  and 
mourn  that  thou  couldst  not  draw  thy  maiden 
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8WQr4  agamst  jih  enemies,  didst  thou  think 
what  goodly  service  it  might  do  in  Norse^ 
laadZ    • '.  "^^  ■ 

But  the  norm  weaves  the  thread  of  &te^  and 
w^mi^  no$t.sever  its  bands.  It  is  many  coloured 
-TTijaiied  as  our  fortunes.  Behold  the  crimson 
wi^ifr  of  wai^  1  behold  the  rose  of  k>vel  the 
s^^^tintofgriief— behold  the  passions  of  the 
heart  as  they  are  hued  before  us — ^gaze  on,  thy 
tbiseadjwisto its  end,  seel  its  colours  grow 
huftfif  and  ixfeore  &int  as  age  deadens  the  pas- 
sions in  thy  breast — behold  it  fades  into  a  dull 
cold  grey — its  end  approaches — it  is  colourless 
and  thou  bast  ceased  to  see  ! 
A  sad  tale  is  thine  young  Vasmer ! — 
Whilom,  Lord  Altren  on  his  wanderings 
came  to  the  banks  of  Elbe,  where  the 
Lilien-and  Kronenstein,  then  bearing  feudal 
burghs,  look  over  the  silver  flood  in  proud  de- 
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fiance  at  each  Other;  but  in  the  stream  below 
their  images  mingle  peacefully  in  the  dancing 
waters.  There  had  been  war  between  the  lord 
of  the  lily  and  the  knight  of  tiie  crown^  and 
when  Altren  arrived^  a  column  of  lurid  smoke 
told  where  a  fresh  offering  had  been  heaped 
on  the  red  altar  of  death. 

The  last  blast  of  the  home  returning  foe 
trembled  from  the  rocks^  the  last  gleam  of  their 
armour  flashed  aimong  the  woods^  and  death- 
silence — and  sorrow^  sat  among  the  ruins  of 
Kronenstein. 

Altren  ascended  the  defenceless  steep — he 
passed  the  overthrown  rampart;  he  entered 
the  burning  courts.  The  red  shadow  of  the 
flame  leaped  up  the  blackening  wall^  hanging 
it  with  fiery  arras.  The  curling  smoke  vaulted 
forth  a  gloomy  roof.  None  were  left  with  life, 
but  the  dead  still  tenanted  their  former  home 
as  Altren  passed  onward  amid  their  silent  ranks. 


THE   WOOD     SPIRIT*  147 

He  reached  a  spot  where  the  conflict  must  have 
been  hottest^  by  the  number  of  the  slain. 
There  had  been  the  last  stand  of  the  besieged 
— it  was  the  innermost  keep  of  the  for- 
tress. 

Slow,  sluggish,  sullen  flames  licked  the  black 
buttresses^  and  lifted  their  blood  coloured  fingers 
in  warning  to  the  scene  below.  There  laid  the 
Lord  of  Kronenstein ;  and  the  last  of  his  re-^ 
tainers  had  fallen  around  him.  There  had 
been  made  the  resistance  of  despair,  and  there, 
oh  !  horrid  sight !  where  he  had  defended  with 
his  life,  the  honor  of  his  lady-love,  there  she 
rested  cold  by  his  side  with  the  red  wound  in  her 
breast. 

Altren  paused,  horror-stricken  at  the  dread- 
ful spectacle — he  bent  over  the  death-cold 
bodies,  when  suddenly  he  felt  a  feeble  grasp 
fixed  desperately  on  him.    He  turned  and  be- 
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held  a  youth  scarcely  more  than  boy  standing 
before  him. 

^^  Defile  at  thy  peril  those  sacred  remains^ 
cowardly  stranger^''  and  in  impotent  despair  the 
stripling  tried  to  dash  back  the  lordly  form  of  the 
knight.  But  Altren  with  soothing  words  and 
kind  address  calmed  the  frenzy  and  dispelled  the 
illusion  of  his  youthful  foe,  who  learned  with 
joy^  that  it  was  not  a  pillaging  brigand  from 
Lilienstefn^  but  a  stranger  knight  who  had 
sought  the  ruins  of  his  paternal  castle* 

Vasmer  implored  the  aid  of  Altren  to  save 
those  sacred  relics  from  defilement^  and  ere  the 
midnight  moon  had  rode  up  the  vault  of  hea« 
ven^  the  kind  earth  had  received  them  in  her 
silent  breast. 

When  Vasmer  beheld  the  scarf  of  Hohen- 
staufen  on  the  mail  of  Altren^  he  joyed, 
and  deemed   him  a  delegate   from   the   Em- 
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peror,    come   to   revenge  the   wrongs  of   his 
house. 

*«  Alas  !"  said  the  Knight,  "  the  house  of 
our  Emperor  is  no  more  I  It  is  even  more 
stricken  than  thine,  for  there  remains  nought 
but  its  deathless  name.'' 

The  band  of  sorrow  linked  Yasmer  to 
Altren — the  youth  left  the  ruined  castl^  of 
his  sires,  reft  of  his  possessions  and  his 
hopes,  and  fled  from  the  power  of  his 
victorious  enemies  with  his  newly  acquired 
friend.  Such  was  the  history  of  V^smer  the 
gallant  page  of  Altren. 


For  some  time  no  material  alterations 
took  place  in  the  domain  of  the  chief,  save 
that  appearance  of  gloom    which  the    inter- 
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diet  never  failed  to  prodace^  in  the  middle 
ages. 

But  when  death)  as  though  in  alliance 
with  the  arbitrary  power  of  the  church  made 
inroads  upon  the  people^  the  weight  that 
rested  upon  every  heart  vented  itself  at 
first  in  sighs  and  lamentations^  and 
then  broke  into  angry  murmurings.  Hourly 
one  might  behold  the  change  that  came 
over  the  spirit  of  the  people^  as  the  eye  at 
first  sunken  in  sadness,  began  to  be  raised 
in  wrath^  the  brow^  which  at  first  was  bent 
in  grief^  began  to  lower  with  the  impatience 
of  passion. 

Every  day  brought  fresh  sources  of  discon- 
tent,  as  one  by  one  the  dark  hand  of  death 
swept  the  young  and  the  aged,  the  feeble 
and  the  strong  from  the  face  of  the  earth, 
as    one    by    one,   excluded     from    the    hal- 
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lowed  grave,  they  sunk  into  the  unconsecra- 
ted  cairn ! 

Lyndarn  failed  not  to  ascribe  the  incipient 
plague  to  the  just  wrath  of  heaven  for  the 
offence  committed  against  the  church ;  and  as 
almost  always  in  public  calamities,  the  resent- 
ment of  the  multitude  is  directed,  not  against 
their  authors,  but  against  the  innocent  victims 
of  malice ;  thus  the  serfs  of  Altren  ascribed 
their  sufferings,  not  to  their  real  source,  the 
ambition  and  hatred  of  the  Abbot  and  his 
colleagues,  but  to  their  injured  and  unoffend- 
ing lord,  forgetful  of  the  favors  they  had  re- 
ceived at  his  hands,  of  the  misery  from  which 
he  had.  rescued  them,  of  the  provocation  to 
which  he  had  been  subjected.  To  him  they 
daily  addressed  fresh  complaints,  of  him  they 
daily  and  loudly  demanded  redress,  and  to  him 
they  at  length  ventured  to  direct  angry  and 
rebelhous  remonstrance. 
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The  ban^  working  ia  silence^  as  Lyndarn 
well  knew^  could  not  fail  to  alienate  the  de- 
luded vassals  from  their  lord.  His  kindness 
was  construed  into  weakness^  his  improvements 
and  favors  were  deemed  the  innovations  of  a 
stranger,  and  with  surprise  and  grief  Altren 
discovered  that  those  whose  gratitude  he  had 
deemed  the  firmest,  now  joined  with  his  most 
bitter  and  determined  enemies ! 

Order  and  law  soon  ceased  to  exist  in  the 
barony.  Bands  of  brigands  made  irruptions 
from  the  neighbouring  lands ;  and,  allured  by 
the  interdict,  dark  and  fearful  enemies  came 
from  the  sea  and  continually  harrassed  the 
coasts. 

The  waves  began  to  renew  their  encroach- 
ments, for  the  usual  labors  of  man  were  sus- 
pended beneath  the  gloom  of  the  interdict 
and  none  were  seen  repairing  the  dyke  or  the 
harbour,  which  the  constant  roll  of    even  a 
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peaceful  sea  renders  necessary  on  an  artificial 
shore.  But  Yrplin  and  the  vassals  of  the 
barony  failed  not  to  ascribe  these  new  irrup- 
tions to  the  power  given  to  the  demons  of 
ocean  by  the  curse  of  the  church. 

So  suddenly  had  this  storm  burst  over 
Altren,  that  though  on  its  distant  approach  he 
had^  as  we  have  seen,  placed  himself  in  a 
formidable  position  of  defence,  and  had  even 
well  calculated  ttic  extent  of  the  warlike  re- 
sources, and  the  enmity  of  Lyndarn  and  his 
colleagues,  yet  he  did  not  find  himself  suitably 
prepared  at  once  to  meet  its  power. 

He  had  formed  a  false  opinion  as  to  its  cha- 
racter, deeming  that  he  would  have  to  repel  an 
armed  aggression,  not  to  contend  with  a 
distant  and  invisible  force,  firmly  grounded  in 
the  superstitions  of  his  vassals.  He  therefore 
found  his  warlike  armament  of  Uttle  present 
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use^  except  in  restraining  the  incursionB  of 
brigands^  who  almost  always  eluded  chastise* 
ment^  and  as  soon  returned  to  renew  their 
depredations. 

His  mandate  that  the  clergy  should  con* 
tinue  the  offices  of  religion^  was  disregarded, 
and  there  was  no  temporal  power  that  could 
enforce  their  obedience.  They  had  left  the 
barony,  and  fled  beyond  his  reach,  sheltered 
by  hostile  chiefs. 

His  deposing  of  Lyndarn  was  a  vain  form, 
for  as  the  abbot  and  the  holy  brethren  of  Saint 
Emmeran  had  left  that  sacred  edifice,  there 
were  of  course  none  to  supply  their  place,  and 
they  had  closed  its  venerable  portals,  thus 
giving  it  the  same  gloomy  appearance  as  the 
other  temples  of  the  Almighty  in  which  they 
had  suspended  worship.  The  vast  piles  frown- 
ed in  solemn  mockery  upon  the  warlike  arma- 
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ment  of  Altren,  who  felt  the  omnipotence  of 
the  power  which  assailed  him^  a  power  which 
had  crushed  an  imperial  house,  and  deluged 
Europe  with  the  blood  of  its  victims— the 
power  of  the  Hierarchy  ! 

Seeing  therefore  that  an  aggression  on  his 
part  would  but  injure  his  cause,  he  determined 
upon  awaiting  the  issue,  in  armed  expectation  ; 
content  with  maintaining  a  peaceful  deport- 
ment, as  long  as  the  integrity  of  his  domain 
was  respected  by  the  league  of  the  bordering 
chiefs ;  and  at  the  same  time  solacing  to  the 
utmost  of  his  means  the  sufferings  of  his 
people,  fully  resolved  however  upon  availing 
hunself  of  the  first  opportunity  for  commenc- 
ing a  warfare,  which  was  the  only  event  that 
could  dispel  the  storm  gathering  a- 
round  him,  and  in  which,  though  singly 
opposed  to  a  league  of  all  the  chieftains,  and 
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followed  by  vassals  whose  fidelity  was  more 
than  doubtful^  he  still  felt  confident  of  success; 
relying  on  the  succour  of  his  brave  German 
band^  and  on  the  prowess  of  his  own  uncon* 
quered  arm  I 
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CHAPTER    XIII. 


Foremost  among  those,  who  solaced  the  sor- 
rows of  the  unfortunate,  wasVasmer,  the  young 
page  of  Altren,  for  he  often  beheld  scenes  of 
distress  and  woe^  whilst  wandering  with  a 
slender  guard  along  the  confines  of  the  barony 
to  repel  the  ceaseless  inroads  of  neighbouring 
freebooters. 

Chance  led  him  once,  while  thus  employed, 
to  a  lonely  valley,  situated  amongst  the  hills 
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to  the  north  of  Roscoe^  and  forming  a  part  of 
the  territory,  the  sovereignty  of  which  had  been 
disputed  on  Altren's  return  to  his  possessions^ 
but  had  been  recovered  in  his  first  successful 
feud.  It  was  a  lonely  spot,  but  wildly  beauti* 
ful.  Earth  and  sea  seemed  as  though  strug- 
gling for  pre-eminence,  so  boldly  did  the  rocks 
rise  above  the  sandy  shore — so  proudly  did  the 
waters  surge  over  their  projecting  feet.  Both 
elements  displayed  their  rival  beauties  in  hos- 
tile emulation,  so  loftily  did  the  granite  height 
uprear  its  stately  pine— so  haughtily  did  the 
giant  wave  bear  on  its  hissing  foam.  And,  lo  1 
as  it  were  a  spirit  of  peace  descended  between 
them  to  suspend  the  imminent  strife^  a  low 
green  knoll  shaded  with  larch,  rising  on  tlu^ 
very  confines  of  land  and  wave  stretched,  forth 
its  leafy  arms  to  either,  and  seemed  to  pray  for 
rest.  Shaded  by  verdant  trees^  a  cottage 
graced  its  brow — to  this  Yasmer  bent  his  steps^ 
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it  Stood  on  the  remotest  yerge  of  the  barony 
and  thus  exposed^  might  have  «uffered  by 
hostile  inroads. 

The  cottage  seemed  like  the  dwelling  of  hap- 
pinessy  so  calm^  so  fair  its  appearance;  and 
yet  what  woe  might  be  within  its  walls !  He 
ascended  the  rising  hill,  and  soon  perceived 
thai  the  broken  door  of  the  dwelling  could 
offer  but  little  hindrance  to  the  advancing  steps 
of  an  intruder,  alas  !  the  hand  of  rapine  had 
been  there. 

In  the  darkened  chamber  burned  a  lamp 
beneath  a  crucifix,  and  the  faint  light  fell  on  an 
aged  form,  and  a  maiden  that  knelt  by  its  side. 
But  the  heart  of  the  old  man  beat  not,  and 
that  of  the  maiden  was  breaking  with  sorrow ! 
The  flame  of  the  lamp  was  dying,  and  the  holy 
symbol  rose  above  the  mourner  and  the  mourn- 
ed, like  a  silent  spirit  warning  them  towards 
heaven  !      Vasmer  felt    an    involuntary    awe 
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come  over  him  as  he  entered.  The  maiden 
stirred  not — stunned  hy  grief^  she  heard  not 
his  approach^  he  almost  doubted  whether  she 
were  not  the  angel  come  to  receive  the  part- 
ing soul  from  the  mortal  mould  before  him, 
and  he  knelt  by  her  and  prayed !  The  prayer 
died  on  his  lips,  and  he  could  but  gaze  in 
silent  admiration  on  the  lovely  being  beside 
him. 

Vasmer  approached  her,  but  no  motion  gave 
sign  of  life. — "  Heaven !"  exclaimed  he,  "  can 
ought  so  beautiful  be  dead  V* — He  gazed  on 
her  in  speechless  grief,  as  though  he  could  look 
life  into  her  closing  eyes. 

Scarcely  knowing  what  he  did,^  he  pressed 
her  to  his  heart  \  she  was  recalled  as  it  were 
from  the  grave-rHshe  breathed— rshe  lived — and 
returning  animation  gave  a  fresh  lustre  to  those 
charms  over  which  death  was  fast  drawing  his 
icy  veil  J 
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Reader  1 — ^tbou  hast  seen  or  hast  imagined 
once  in  thy  days  of  youth,  a  fairy  being — an 
inspiration  of  the  soul — a  vision  of  unearthly 
loveliness,  that    long    haunted    thee    in  thy 
waking  and  thy  slumber,  till  the  cold  reality 
of  life  dispelled  it  and  left  an  heart-ache  in  its 
stead.    Yea !  thou  hast  once  loved  a  being  like 
this; — ^a  form  of  dreamy  softness,  thou  hast 
looked   for  affection    in  the  rich  languishing 
eye,  which  shrouded  its  brightness  in  ethereal 
dew,  and  mayhap  thou  hast  seen  the  liquid 
fire  of  passion  ascend  from  the  depths  of  the 
soul  and  burn  clear  and  lustrous  in  the  tearful 
gaze  like  the  phosphor-flame  on  the  deep  calm 
sea!     Thou  hast  beheld  the  shadowy  flow  of 
the  wavy  hair  folded  cloud-like  around  the 
pure  white  brow,  casting  a  deeper  hue  on  the 
rich  bloom  of  the  blushing  cheek.     Thou  hast 
seen  it  cUng  around  the  snowy  neck,  even  as 
the  vine  wreathes  around  the  marble  column, 
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and  hast  thou  not  marked  a  thousand  myste- 
rious charms  veil  themselves  in  the  shadow  of 
those  ringlets  ?  Dwell  in  the  symmetry  of  the 
slender  form^  so  slight^  so  graceful  that  its 
very  fraUness  won  adoration ;  in  the  harmony  of 
every  motion  as  that  ethereal  being  floated  past 
thee.  Thou  hast  not  forgotten^  oh !  thou  camt 
not  forget.  And  when  a  smile  stole  over  that 
heavenly  face  so  full  of  sweetness ! 

Reader  ! — thou  hast  once  seen  such  in  thine 
early  days,  perchance  the  memory  yet  clings 
fresh  around  thy  heart — or  happier  still,  the 
beautiful  being  is  nigh  thee  !  Oh  !  if  not,  recal 
it,  bid  the  fairy  form  once  more  float  past  thee 
— and  thou  beholdest,  Agatha  ! 

Agatha  !  Such  was  the  name  of  the  sorrow- 
stricken  girl  that  rested  faint  and  scarcely 
recalled  from  death,  on  the  breast  of  Vaamer, 
who  with  anxious  rapture  watched  the  re- 
kindling eye  and  the  returning  life  that  stole 
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like  sunrise  over  her  pallid  face.  But  with 
life  came  consciousness,  and  tears  were  the 
first  greeting  she  gave  her  preserver.  Long 
was  it  ere  she  was  able  to  unfold  the  cause  of 
her  sorrow,  and  then  Yasmer  learned  that  the 
brigands  had  come  to  the  cottage  of  Alf  Edric 
her  sire^  pillaged  it^  and  murdered  its  aged 
inmate.  She  had  succeeded  in  escaping  from 
the  power  of  the  spoilers^  helpless  and  friend* 
leas  she  had  sought  the  aid  of  Lyndarn,  and 
implored  him  to  grant  burial  to  her  father, 
but  the  Abbot  held  forth  the  cuise  of  the  ban 
against  her,  and  she  returned  stricken  and 
hopeless  to  die  by  the  side  of  her  unburied 
parent,  sinkmg  beneath  the  weight  of  sorrow 
and  unable  to  seek  further  aid  when  Yasmer 
came  and  rescued  her  from  the  graven 

^'But  the  life  thou  hast  restored  is  no 
boon,''  said  the  maiden,  ^^  if  thou  dost  not 
save  the  body  of  my  father  from  defilement. 
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Oh^  save  it !  let  it  not  rest  here^  for  I  cannot 
leave  it  thus,  and  the  robbers  will  return,  and 
I  must  perish  l^* 

Love,  sorrow  and  anger,  momentarily  strag- 
gled for  mastery  in  the  soul  of  Vasmer ; — hard 
and  fiend-like  must  be  the  heart  of  Lyndam, 
to  extend  the  curse  of  the  ban  over  so  fair  and 
innocent  a  being. 

As  he  gazed  on  her,  kneeling  by  the  side  of 
the  death-couch,  her  soft  eyes  raised  tearfully 
and  supplicatingly  to  his,  he  felt  how  im- 
possible it  was  to  refuse  any  boon  they  asked, 
or  resist  the  power  of  their  beauty. 

He  raised  the  gentle  girl  and  supported  her 
on  his  arm,  it  was  the  first  time  it  had  ever 
trembled.  Then  turning  to  his  followers,  a 
part  of  the  German  guard  of  Altren,  he  bade 
them  lift  the  lifeless  form  of  Alf  and  bear  it 
onward  to  the  cemetery  of  Saint  Emmeran. 

'^  It  is  not  the  first  time  ye  have  buried  the 
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dead^  though  it  was  then  in  the  field  of  battle ; 
but  the  soldiers  of  the  cross  that  have  fought 
in  Palestine  are  well  worthy^  and  holj  enough 
to  prepare  a  grave  in  consecrated  earthy  when 
the  Ministers  of  the  Church  refuse  to  perform 
their  duty." 

A  faint  smile  of  gratitude  played  momen- 
tarily over  the  featured  of  Agatha,  as  supported 
by  Vasmer^  in  silence  and  darkness^  she  accom- 
panied the  melancholy  procession. 

The  night  had  now  folded  its  black  wings 
around  them^  and  the  stormwind  howled  in 
dismal  cadence  as  it  passed  over  the  valley, 
Agatha  looked  up  to  Vasmer  and  sighed.  The 
page  of  Altren  tried  to  reassure  her  and  ban- 
ish her  fears,  but  the  gloom  grew  darker  and 
darker^  and  he  was  not  without  apprehension 
of  an  hostile  attack. 

The  slender  band  that  accompanied  him,  in- 
tended only  to  ^scour  the  confines  and  bring 
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tidings  to  the  castle^  was  inadequate  to  anoctuN 
nal  expedition^  and  now  found  itself  involved 
in  darkness^  in  the  midst  of  enemies  and  far 
from  succour.  But  the  integrity  of  the  domain 
of  Altren  had  as  yet  not  been  violated  by  the 
neighbouring  barons^  for  the  inroads  of  maran- 
ders  were  made^  or  supposed  to  be  made  with- 
out their  knowledge^  and  the  page  therefore 
hoped  to  complete  the  burial  in  silence  and 
secrecy,  and  then  convey  the  lovely  maiden  m 
safety  to  Schloss  Altren, 

The  band  moved  in  a  serried  body,  bearing 
the  murdered  Alf  on  a  hastily  constructed 
bier  in  their  midst.  The  gloom  grew  deeper 
and  deeper  around  them,  but  no  sound  dis- 
turbed the  silence  save  their  measured  tread. 

At  length  they  reached  the  monastery  of 
Saint  Emmeran ;  the  vast  pile  was  buried  in 
shade,  except  where  a  faint  ray  of  moonlight 
sickly  and  wan  strayed  over  it,  shewing  on  the 
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black  battlements  like  a  ghastly  smile  of  de- 
rision. An  awe  sunk  over  all  as  they  entered 
the  cemetery,  but  silent  and  determined  tiiey 
eommenoed  the  work,  and  with  l^eir  drawn 
weapons  dug  in  the  consecrated  soil,  when 
suddenly  a  voice,  deep  and  full,  came  &om  the 
portal  of  the  pile — it  rung  loud  over  the 
graves,  and  broke  startlingly  upon  their  oc- 
eupation. 

<<  Forbear !  what  profane  hand  dares  till  the 
field  of  God?*' 

All  involuntarily  paused  from  their  work  as 

that  voice    rolled    over    the   death-scene.    A 

gleam  of  moonlight  fell  at  the  instant  on  the 

black  portal  of  the  monastery,   and  disclosed 

the  figure  of  Lyndarn,   in   his  sacred  robes, 

standing  beneath  its  arch. 
'*  Forbear !"    he  repeated,    "  know  ye  not 

that  the  curse  of  the  Almighty  resteth  on  the 

rike  of   Altren?   and  that  the  Lord  will  not 
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receive  any  of  its  retainers  in  the  lands  of 
the  church  ?" 

Vasmer  advanced  to  the  haughty  speaker 
and  with  mild  and  even  humble  vords^  be- 
sought him  not  to  extend  the  curse  to  one  so 
innocent  and  so  helpless  as  the  daughter  of 
Edric. 

"  Helpless  !'*  exclaimed  Lyndam^  "  me- 
thinks  she  hath  doughty  defenders  around  her^ 
if  sword  and  lance  could  avail  against  the  hand 
of  Heaven  !  Innocent^  sayest  thou  ?  How  com- 
eth  she  with  thee  bold  page  of  Altren  ?  But 
avaunt,  presumptuous  vassals !  ere  the  wrath 
of  heaven  overtake  ye ;  and  know^  though  ye 
come  in  stealth  and  darkness,  like  midnight 
robbers^  to  desecrate  this  sacred  pile,  the  Lord 
watcheth  over  his  temple,  and  I  am  here  to 
defend  it." 

The  anger  of  Vasmer  was  no  longer  to  be 
restrained.    He  advanced  to  the  speaker  and 
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said : — "  And  who  art  thou,  insolent  priest, 
that  darest  to  resist  the  mandate  of  thy  liege, 
Lord  Altren?  Thou  art  expelled  from  his 
barony ;  and  how  darest  thou  return  into  his 
monastery  of  Saint  Emmeran  ?'' 

Lyndarn  gazed  on  the  page  with  a  smile  of 
scorn. 

"  Friends  of  the  church  !"  he  cried  to  his 
guard,  ''  punish  the  audacity  of  these  rebellious 
serfs,  and  expel  from  its  precints,  the  foul  re- 
mains of  unannealed  mortality.'* 

At  his  words  the  portal  of  the  church  opened 
wide,  and  disclosed  the  interior  of  the  building 
filled  with  the  armed  retainers  of  the  feudal 
league.  Up  started  from  the  tombs,  dark 
casque  and  waving  lance,  as  though  the  dead 
had  risen  from  their  slumber,  and  glared  on 
their  living  prey,  ghastly  and  armed.  The 
graves  echoed  to  their  tread,  but  above  all  was 
heard  the  chorus  of  the  brethren  of  Saint  Em- 
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meran  from  within  the  choir^  chaunting  a 
solemn  hymn,  and  in  its  pauses  rose  the  voice 
qf  Lyndarn. 

*'  A  curse  upon  thee,  House  of  Altren  !  A 
curse  upon  thy  children  and  children's  children, 
upon  thy  followers  and  thy  friends  !  A  blight 
upon  thy  name  !  A  ruin  upon  thy  hearth-stone. 
The  wrath  of  God  be  upon  thee  and  thine  ever 
and  evermore !  Amen.'' 

And  again  the  dirge-like  hymn  wailed  through 
the  dome,  and  pierced  the  ear  with  its  solemn 
notes. 

The  bands  of  the  Abbot  which  had  gathered 
on  every  side,  knelt  and  prayed  whilst  he  pro- 
nounced the  anathema,  and  aided  by  the  obscu- 
rity and  gloom  of  the  night  became  again  invbi'- 
ble.The  soldiers  ofVasmer  alone  remained  stand* 
ing,  whilst  from  the  unlighted  altar  pealed  the 
notes  of  that  dreadful  hymn,  and  the  murmur 
of  mingled  prayer  and  imprecation  ascended 
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from  the  graves !  Anon  the  hostile  ranks  again 
arose,  and  wiUi  drawn  weapons  gazed  immove- 
ablyand  in  silence  upon  the  panic-stricken 
foilowers  of  Vasmer. 

Lyndam  advanced  to  the  threshold  of  the 
portal}  again  he  raised  his  voice. 

**  Soldiers  !  the  time  of  trial  and  mercy  is 
over  !  Thrice  did  we  warn  the  impious  Altren. 
Thrice  did  he  neglect  our  ^warning,  and  brave 
the  command  of  the  Lord !  The  period  of  for- 
giveness is  passed^  and  the  sword  of  the  most 
High  is  drawn  against  him !  To-night  the 
closed  temples  are  re-opened,  but  to  enforce 
the  ban — to-night  the  soldiers  of  the  church 
enter  this  desecrated  barony — and  woe — woe  ! 
triple  woe  upon  those  who  still  hold  them- 
selves the  followers  of  Altren  ! 

**  Soldiers  advance,  the  blessing  of  God 
resteth  on  your  arms.^'  His  last  words  died 
in  the  savage  yell  which  rose  from  the  circling 
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band,  whilst  the  echoing  of  their  wild  cry  and 
hurried  tread  as  it  rolled  along  the  arched  roof 
of  Saint  Emmeran  broken  by  the  massive 
battlements  sounded  like  the  scoff  of  demons. 

'^Servants  of  God  and  the  law^  and  soldiers  of 
the  Lord  Altren !''  and  the  voice  of  Vasmer  was 
heard  loud  over  the  clamour — ^^remeniberHohenr 
,  staufen  V^  and  the  page  tore  the  scarf  from  his 
breast^  and  waved  the  imperial  colours  on  the 
point  of  his  sword  that  gleamed  in  the  re-appear- 
ing moonlight. 

The  words  and  the  sight  of  that  symbol 
operated  like  magic  on  the  brave  guard  of 
Altren^  whom  the  foregoing  scene  had  some- 
what appalled^  they  threw  themselves  daunt- 
lessly  before  the  corse  of  Edric.  Alas  !  a  fairy 
form  laid  beside  it^  with  heart  scarce  warmer 
than  her  sirens,  Agatha^  sweet  flower  of  the 
north !  In  speechless  agony^  Vasmer  bent 
a  moment  over  her^  then  turning  to  those 
around  him  he    exclaimed^  *'  Soldiers  !  defend 
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this  body  to  your  last  breath — quit  it  not — re- 
member it  is  the  honor  of  Altren  !  Fight  my 
comrades  !  Let  us  withstand  the  enemy^  God 
is  with  the  soldiers  of  the  cross — succour  is 
near/'  Then  leaping  upon  one  of  the  tombs,  and 
turning  himself  in  the  direction  of  Schloss  Al- 
tren, with  more  than  mortal  force,  he  blew 
a  blast  upon  his  war-horn,  and  they  who 
heard  its  notes  that  night,  said  their  loudness 
was  unearthly. 

In  the  next  moment  a  murderous  strife 
commenced,  for  the  force  against  the  slender 
band  of  Vasmer,  which  was  meant  merely 
to  defend  the  confines  from  predatory  in- 
cursions, was  overwhelming,  yet  the  valour 
and  discipline  of  Altren's  German  guard  was 
80  great  that  they  might  hope  to  prolong 
the  combat  for  a  sufficient  time  to  allow  of 
succour  arriving   from    the   Schloss  if    their 
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signal  had  been  heard,  which  however^  owing 
to  the  distance  was  almost  impossible. 

The  huge  tombstones  that  stood  around, 
were  of  great  advantage  to  Vasmer,  as  they 
broke  the  attack  of  the  enemy,  and  the  de- 
fence of  the  bier  with  its  dead  and  living 
burden,  was  prolonged  with  the  most  deter- 
mined valour. 

The  night  became  completely  dark,  and  the 
struggle  fearful;  neith^  party  could  see  his 
foe,  and  every  one  struck  at  random — the  at- 
tack grew  fiercer  and  fiercer,  and  the  number 
of  the  enemy  seemed  constantly  to  increase. 

Little  had  Vasmer  thought  when  he  pro- 
ceeded to  that  fatal  spot,  that  on  this  night  had 
been  determined  the  hostile  invasion  of  the 
domain  of  Altren,  and  that  the  invaders 
had  all  assembled  in  secrecy  ac  the  monas- 
tery of  Saint  Emmeran,  there  to  receive  firom 
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Lyndarn  at  the  high  altar  of  the  churchy  the 
delegated  power  to  execute  the  sentence  of  ex- 
communication which  he  had  pronounced. 

In  vain  Vasmer  and  his  gallant  band  strove 
to  retain  their  position ;  assailed  on  every  side 
they  were  driven  from  the  bier  by  the  rush 
of  numbers,  and  were  wholly  unable  to  with- 
stand the  force  that  poured  upon  them. 
Vain  were  their  efforts  to  regain  it — in  vain 
Vasmer  frantically  urged  them  on,  it  was 
but  to  behold  the  cold  form  of  the  venerable 
Edric  trampled  beneath  the  feet  of  the  rush- 
ing masses* 

In  vain  he  called  on  Agatha,  and  made 
efforts  almost  superhuman  to  reach  her.  For 
a  moment  he  was  near  her,  he  had  almost 
saved  her  as  she  was  hurried  away  by  the  rude 
hands  of  the  fierce  soldiery,  when  separated 
from  his  followers,  he  was  forced  from  her 
side. 
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The  combat  still  raged  furiously  around 
the  shattered  bier^  when  suddenly  from  the 
rear,  the  gleams  of  torchlight  and  armour 
broke  upon  the  strife,  and  the  banner  of 
Altren  was  lifted  against  the  darkness  of 
heaven. 

The  chief  surprised  at  the  long  absence  of 
his  page,  and  dreading  some  disaster,  had 
gone  forth  to  his  succour,  he  had  heard  his 
signal,  and  now  came  at  the  decisive  moment 
to  rescue  him  from  imminent  destruction. 
Although  vastly  inferior  in  numbers  he  repulsed 
the  enemy,  and  made  good  his  retreat  to 
Schloss  Altren. 
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CHAPTER    XIV. 


Optrn,  when  sunk  in  the  deepest  despair^, 
without  a  hope  of  being  able  to  avoid  the  ac*- 
complishment  of  an  apparently  inevitable 
doom^  when  we  have  achieved  almost  impossi- 
bilities, and  in  vain,  when  the  arm  of  the 
mighty,  and  the  resolve  of  the  dauntless  have 
fEiiled  to  save  us,  when,  mayhap,  we  have  per- 
mitted the  opportunity  of  escape  to  pass  by 
unheeded  and  unavailed^bow  often  succour 
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then  comes  from  a  source  we  dreamed  not  ofy 
and  safety  is  given  by  those^  we  thought  all 
powerless. 

An  invisible  communion  pervades  mankind 
from  one  end  of  the  world  to  the  other ;  the 
remotest  individuals  are  connected  by  the  fine, 
impalpable  thread  of  destiny.  While  we  are 
resting  listlessly,  and  without  a  care  upon 
luxurious  couch,  perhaps  some  one,  of  whose 
name  we  have  never  heard^  is  laying  in  the 
most  distant  quarter  of  the  globe,  the  founda- 
tion of  our  ruin,  perhaps  at  this  moment,  the 
fine  chain  of  circumstances  is  commencing, 
which  shall  bring  us  together,  and  end  in  our 
destruction,  or  mayhap  the  individual  is  being 
born,  who  is  doomed  to  murder  us ! — How 
know  we  but  even  now,  the  most  trifling 
event  occurring  to  some  obscure  being  in  far 
distance  may  influence  our  fate ;  how  disasters 
happening  to  those,  with  whom  we  have  at 
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present  no  communion,  may  be  our  salvation 
or  how  the  innocent  and  good  may  be  doomed 
to  suffer,  by  the  inscrutable  decrees  of  provi- 
dence,  that,  they  may  be  the  means  of  accom- 
plishing results,  of  which  they  dream  not.  And 
sure  this  belief  were  a  comfort  in  woe,  when 
unmerited  affliction  seems  to  overtake  the 
righteous. 

Wondrous  were  it  to  trace  the  links  of  the 
far-winding  chain,  that  forms  the  destiny  of  a 
•ingle  human  being. — Sometimes  its  rings  are 
adamantine;  at  others  as  delicate  as  an  insect's 
web,  and  yet  they  hold  together,  and  may  not 
be  parted,  and  are  every  moment  joined  to 
firesh  fibres,  stretched  forth  from  other  webs, 
till  the  whole  intermingling  in  an  endless  woof, 
forms  a  connecting  link  between  every  indivi- 
dual of  the  human  race. 

Thus  the  destruction  of  an  empire  is  often 
the  keystone  to  the  fate  of  a  man,  who  appa- 
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fently  can  not  be  inflaenoed  in  the  remotest 
degree,  by  the  mighty  event,  and  at  times  the 
most  trivial  accident  happening  to  some  child 
of  obscurity,  may  decide  a  nation's  fall  \ 

Dive  we  into  the  past,  and  retrace  the 
stirring  events,  which  forced  Agatha,  fair 
daughter  of  Fiorresborg,  from  her  fatherland, 
and  made  her  an  orphan  exile  on  a  storm  swept 
shore,  and  a  ministering  spirit  to  the  fate  of 
those,  with  whom,  were  not  the  course  of  des* 
tiny  so  strange,  she  had  never  held  communion. 


There  had  been  sorrow  in  Sweden  for  the 
death  of  Birger,  the  Earl-Regent. — Beloved  by 
most,  though  an  usiu*per,  his  loss  was  mourned 
by  the  nation,  for  as  a  man  he  was  good,  as  a 
warrior  brave,  as  a  ruler  wise. 

Though  the  lofty  line  of  the  Folkungar, 


THE    TfOOD     SPIRIT.  181 

unbent  by  repeated  defeats^  might  assert, 
and  with  justice,  a  claim  to  the  Swedish 
throne,  yet  the  virtues  of  the  Regent  won  him 
sufficient  popularity,  to  quell  the  power  of  his 
chivalrous  opponent. 

Karl  Folkungar,  betrayed  by  his  friends  and 
deserted  by  his  followers,  had  left  the  home  of 
his  fathers,  and  the  honours  of  the  Prince  were 
merged  in  the  glories  of  the  Teutonic  Knight. 

Far  nations  were  the  witnesses  of  his 
prowess,  and  the  banner  of  the  exiled  hero, 
shone  foremost  in  the  battles  of  the  cross  in 
Liefland  and  Esthonia. 

Rumours  of  his  high  achievements  soon 
reached  his  native  land,  and  rekindled  the  spark 
of  affection  among  his  mountain  friends.  The 
line  of  Birger  began  to  grow  unpopular  with 
Valdemar,  the  dissolute  king,  and  the  unbound* 
ed  pride  of  the  fair  daughter  of  Erik  of 
Denmark. 


182  THE   WOOD     SPIRIT. 

While  such  were  the  feelmgs  of  the  nation, 
well  might  the  sudden  festivities  at  the  court 
of  Valdemar  break  harshly  on  its  sorfow. 
With  disgust  it  beheld  the  memory  of  Biiger 
unrespected,  and  the  old^  time-honoured  scep- 
tre of  the  Goth  and  the  Sviar  in  the  hands  of  a 
licentious  youth. 


In  an  ante-chamber  of  the  royal  palace  aib 
Stockholm^  Lord  Ivar  strode  to  and  fro  with 
hurried  paces. 

"  Fate  is  slow/'  he  cried,  ^^  but  revenge  is 
patient.  The  dreadful  hour  is  at  hand.— It 
will  burst  with  a  knell  over  the  unsuspecting 
tyrant ! 

^<  What  ?  plotting  again  P'  exclaimed  Lanr 
hyold,  ^^  and  against  Valdemar  ?  What  canst 
thou  gain  by  that  V* 


THE   WOOD     SPIRIT.  183 

^'  Revenge !  Revenge  !  Lanhyold.  The  time 
has  come,  when  I  must  unfold  to  thee,  the 
cause  of  my  unquenchable  hatred.  I  have 
trusted  thee  thus  far.  I  will  trust  thee  wholly. 
— I  am  no  traitor.  I  toas — I  would  have 
remained^  the  tyrant^s  most  staunch  defender. 
Judge  thou  of  my  actions  from  my  history. 
We  have  been  enemies,  Lanhyold;  listen  to 
me,  and  let  us  become  friends. 

^'  My  sire  owed  thine  much  gratitude,  for 
support  in  the  turbulent  times  of  the  Folkun- 
gar. — Our  fathers  had  been  companions  in 
arms  from  their  childhood,  and  a  bond,  like 
to  that  of  the  Bersaerker,  was  sealed  between 
them.  Their  fondest  plan  was  the  union  of 
my  sister  nvith  thee ;  for  that  my  father  pledged 
his  knightly  word  to  thine,  and  on  his  death- 
bed made  me  swear  to  fulfil  the  engagement. — 
I  took  the  oath  and  was  about  to  obey  the 
behest,  when  King  Valdemar,  the  man,  who 
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owed  his  throne  to  me,  beheld  my  vaster 
Zinkia* — He  beheld !  The  ruthless  ravager— 
Lanhyold  !  Frown  not — turn  not  pale.  7Xy 
betrothed  was  tcHm  from  thee — ^but  my  wrong 
was  greater — «y  Sister  was  betrayed — my 
house  was  stamed  ! — ^Thou  couldst  find  another 
bride — I  could  not  find  another  sister  ! 

^  Wonder  not,  that  I  speak  calmly.  Ven- 
geance stored  so  long,  is  calm  as  death  ! 

^^  But  now  storm  Lanhyold — now  rave — till 
the  echoes  reach  the  King  within — ^for  listen: 
she  loved  him — and  yet  he  betrayed  her  ! 

'^Oh!  that  I  did  not  play  a  Roman  part, 
and  slay  her  on  the  very  threshold  of  the 
palace ! 

"  But  thou  shalt  hear.— -I  trusted  the  king 
who  owed  me  so  much  gratitude — I  went  to 
him — I  related  to  him  my  promise  and  my 
obligation.     He  spurned  my  reasoning. 

"  ^  What  am  I  king  for  V  he  exclaimed,.  ^  if 
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the  jealousies  and  passions  of  my  vassals  are 
to  thwart  my  will  ? — Bring  thy  sister  hither.* 

**  He  read  rebellion  in  my  glance.  For  a 
moment  I  hesitated^  whether  I  should  strike 
him  dead  at  my  feet.  He  saw  it — he  might 
think^  that  the  man^  who  had  given  him  the 
crown^  could  take  it  from  him.  I  owed  his 
forbearance  at  the  time  to  his  fears,  not  to  his 
sense  of  justice. 

"  ^  Ivar  !'  he  said,  ^  bring  thy  sister  hither. 
I  love  her^,  Bring  her  hither^  and  she  shall  be 
Queen  of  Sweden.* 

"  I  trusted  him.  Forgive  me  Lanyliold !  Am- 
bition prompted  me,  and  I  broke  my  vow. — 
Alas  !  I  trusted  the  tyrant  too  far.  He  wronged 
herr 

"  The  villain  !'*  thundered  Lanhyold.  "  Let 
me  to  him.     She  was  my  promised  bride.*' 

^^  She  was  my  w'^fer/— Lanhyold  !  talk  not 
to  me  of  thy  wrong ! — Boy  ! — Talk  not  of  thy 
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love ! — ^Thou  couldst  not  love  her  as  I  loved 
my  sister! — But  I  was  calm — I  confronted 
the  ravager.     I  repeated  to  him  his  promise. 

^'  ^  Ah !  Art  thou  come  to  see  thy  sister  the 
queen  ?^  he  addressed  me. 

*'  Mock  me  not !  King  Valdemar !  It  were 
dangerous.^' 

*^  *  Nay,  nay,*  he  replied.  ^  my  faithful  Ivar, 
this  is  no  mockery.  I  hold  my  word.  Thy 
sister  is  my  wife.' 

'^He  had  wedded  Zinkla,  as  I  believed.  She 
was  deceived  as  well.  But  those  nuptial  rites 
were  unholy — they  were  a  mockery  of  re- 
ligion ! 

^^  ^  Rest  patient,  Ivar,'  said  the  king,  whilst 
my  sister  still  dwelt  unrecognised  and  con- 
cealed in  the  palace ;  '  it  must  not  yet  be 
known  that  Zinkla  is  Queen  of  Sweden.  Thy 
peers  would  hate  and  envy  thee.  So  great  a 
distinction  would  be  thy  ruin.     Nay,  my  very 
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crown  were  insecure.  But  the  time  will  come 
when  I  may  boldly  acknowledge  Zinkla  as  my 
wedded  Queen.' 

^^  I  had  not  a  misgiving.  Not  even  when  the 
first  negotiations  with  Denmark  commenced 
for  the  hand  of  the  proud  Sophia.  I  never 
suspected  treachery ;  or  that  the  secret  wed- 
ding of  my  sister  had  been  a  feigned^  unbind- 
ing rite. 

^fThese  negotiations  with  Denmark,  I  believed^ 
were  but  wiles  to  beguile  an  enemy^  and  make 
him  powerless. 

I  was  lured  on  and  deceived^  weak  as  I  was^ 
even  till  the  daughter  of  Erik  came  as  a 
queen  to  the  shores  of  Sweden.  Then  the 
tyrant  threw  the  mask  aside — then  I  discovered 
that  my  sister's  marriage  was  a  nullity. 

^*  Again  I  burst  upon  the  presence  of  the 
king:  but  the  scene  was  changed.  He  had 
become  powerful   through    his  new    alliance. 
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He  received  me  sternly,  insultingly.  His 
minions  were  around  him.  I  saw  how  deeply 
I  was  betrayed.  I  felt  that  I  had  become 
powerless  for  the  time ;  but  suddenly  the  God 
of  vengeance  prompted  me;  a  new  spirit 
rushed  over  my  soul ! 

^^  God  save  thee !  King  Valdemar^  and  thy 
lovely  queen.  Is  there  aught  by  which  Ivar 
can  prove  his  devotion  to  his  lord  ?" 

^'  The  king  had  evidently  not  expected  such 
words  from  me.  He  mistrusted  me^  but  I  was 
still  too  powerful  to  destroy^  without  an  ap- 
parent cause;  and  this  I  studiously  avoided 
giving.  My  life  and  liberty  were  spared  by 
the  haughty  tyrant. 

'^  From  that  hour  but  one  passion^  but  one 
determination  swayed  me.  It  was  revenoe  ! 
and  to  obtain  its  object^  I  have  undergone 
more  than  I  deemed  a  mortal  could  sustain. 
I   have    served    and   flattered   the  man  that 
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ruined  me^  and^  (would'st  thou  believe  it  ?)  as 
though  fate  were  in  my  league^  regained  by 
lengthened  service  his  unbounded  confidence ! 
How  blind  is  tyranny  ! 

^*  But  I  took  a  dreadful  vow — a  vow  of  ven- 
geance—of vengeance  against  the  tyrant,  and 
his  abettors  in  the  traiterous  deed. 

^  Foremost  among  the  latter,  was  Alf,  Lord  of 
Fiorresborg.  Already  the  king  hates  him, 
thanks  to  me, — already  he  is  on  the  brink  of 
destruction,  and  yet-^oh,  Lanhyold! — Canst 
thou  believe? — I  can  not  resolve  to  destroy 
him.' 

^^  Thou  hast  often  saved  him  from  immi- 
nent destruction,'^  exclaimed  Lanhyold,  "  that 
tallies  strangely  with  thy  words." 

^*  Ha  !  Lanhyold,*'  rejoined  the  Earl ;  '*thou 
knowest  me  not.  There  is  an  under-current  in 
my  destiny,  that  when  the  first  would  bear  me 
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on^  drags  me  back  with  conflicting  force^  when 
I  dive  deeper  in  my  sea  of  thought." 

^^  Lanhyold  !  1  love  !  Dost  start  ?  Is't  but  a 
thing  for  kings  ? — Yes  !  I  too  have  dared  to 
love,  as  well  as  Valdemar  ! — Yea !  I  forgot  my 
vow.  I  clasped  hands  with  that  very  Fior- 
resborg,  whom  I  had  doomed  to  destruction. — 
But  I  was  duly  chastised  for  my  perjury  I — I 
was  refused  ! — And  why  ? — O  !  cruel  play  of 
destiny ! — Because  I  was  the  tyrant^s  friend, 
and  Fiorresborg  had  become  his  bitter  foe, 
from  the  very  insults  I  had  forced  the  monarch 
to  heap  upon  the  chief,  who  now,  from  rage 
and  hate  upholds  the  Folkungar. — How  even- 
handed  is  fate ! — But  little  knew  the  Lord  of 
Fiorresborg,  when  I  sought  his  daughter 
Agatha,  what  deadly,  fierce,  and  implacable^ 
design,  was  harboured  in  my  breast  against  the 
tyrant." 
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But  why  didst  thou  not  unfold  thy  heart  to 
him,  and  join  thy  cause  with  his,'^  exclaimed 
Lanhyold. 

«*  What!— To  be  beaten?— The  Folkungar 
I  knew,  hero  though  he  be,  must  fail  in  his 
attempt,  and  if  I  leagued  with  him,  I  in  my 
revenge. — No! — My  wrath  ajid  my  resent- 
ment were  greater  than  my  love. — I  lost  my 
Agatha,  to  save  my  sister! — Listen! — When 
Erik*s  daughter  queened  it  over  Sweden,  I 
removed  Zinkla  from  the  palace.  The  King 
hindered  me  not ! — He  heeded  her  no  longer. 
I  spread  the  report  of  her  death.'' 

**  How  ?  Is  she  not  dead  ?'' 

^^  No !  She  still  lives  in  Colmorden.  Thi- 
ther I  took  her. — There — on  her  knees  she 
implored  me  to  avenge  her,  and  I  pledged  my- 
self in  a  fearful  oath,  to  bring  Valdemar  a  cap- 
tive to  her  feet.— That  oath,  I  will  hold.  The 
dead  fathers  of  our  house  heard  it,  and  I  press- 
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ed  my  hand  against  my  sister's  hearty  as  I 
spoke   the  dreadful  words." 

**  But,  Ivar !  art  thou  mad  ?  How  shall  this 
King,  surrounded  by  his  thousands,  become 
his  vassal's  prisoner  ?" 

"  There  often  is  a  will,  even  in  humble  men, 
more  kingly,  than  that  bom  in  hearts  of  kings. 
Shall  tyrants  trample  upon  nations'  destinies, 
and  crush  our  passions  with  an  iron  tread  ? — 
And  shall  the  individual  man  succomb  beneath 
the  individual  ?  No,  Lanhyold !  I  feel  a  power 
within  me,  that  can  cope  with  kings.  It  was 
I  who  placed  Yaldemar  upon  his  throne ;  it 
was  /  unkinged  the  Folkungar ;  it  is  I  who 
now  crown  Sudermania.  Thou  shalt  behold, 
what  the  unbending  will  of  one  man  can 
achieve.  Haste  !  haste !  to  Magnus,  Duke 
of  Sudermania.  Bid  him  advance  to-morrow 
night  with  all  his  powers  upon  Stockholm. 
Leave  the  rest  to  me.     I  know   I   can  trust 
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thee  now — I  have  woven  a  net  around  this 
tyrant's  throne^  invisible  as  the  spider's  filmy 
web,  but  strong  as  the  chains  our  hate  would 
forge  for  enemies.  He  knows  not  of  it,  he 
deems  every  action,  every  word  of  mine  is 
but  done,  but  spoken  to  increase  his  power 
but  ( — and  he  may  not  dream  it,)  — then  he 
is  in  the  greatest  danger,  when  [  lead  him 
forth  to  conquer  his  foes.** 

Lord  Ivar  ceased.  The  fatal  plan  was  formed. 
Lanhyold  departed,  whilst  in  the  inner  cham- 
ber. King  Valdemar  slept  on  the  midnight 
revel, — for  high  festival  had  been  held  in  the 
royal  palace,  and  silence  now  reigned  in  its 
stately  halls  after  the  protracted  orgies. 


VOL.  r. 
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CHAPTER    XV. 


The  monarch  started  from  his  couch.  The 
day  was  wearing  fast.  From  his  fortress-palaoe 
he  gazed  over  the  Bothnic  gulf;  its  waters 
tossed  with  an  approaching  storm^  and  his 
war-vessels  rode  uneasily  at  anchor. 

The  distant  sentinels  paced  wearily  along 
the  rampart-walls  with  face  averted  from  the 
coming  drifts  and  seemed  to  impart  their 
weariness  to  the  beholder.     A    grey    canopy 
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as  of  lead  rolled  heavily  along  the  skj^  and  the 
city^  dark  in  its  gloom,  cowered  at  the  feet  of 
the  gigantic  palace. 

The  King  turned  with  a  sigh  from  the  scene, 
but  his  halls  were  lonesome  as  the  view  beyond, 
and  solemn  shadows  lingered  in  the  gothic 
arches.  It  was  one  of  those  wintry  days — 
cold — cloudy  and  cheerless,  with  a  scudding 
drift  and  a  howling  wind,  that  will  cast  a  sad- 
ness on  the  happiest  heart,  and  Valdemar, 
though  a  king,  felt  the  fulness  of  its  influence. 
He  paced  thoughtfully  and  impatiently  by 
turns  across  his  silent  chamber,  but  every  mo- 
ment his  kingly  brow  grew  darker,  and  his 
eye  more  gloomy. 

Perchance  he  longed  for  the  evening  revel, 
that  should  dissipate  the  heaviness  of  his  heart, 
or  some  deeper  thought  might  be  struggling 
within  him,  some  impulse  of  hate  or  ty- 
ranny. 

K  3 
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Yet,  his  was  a  noble  nature,  though  warped 
and  corrupted  by  despotic  power.  Though 
luxurious,  he  was  brave,  and  the  sudden 
bursts  of  valour,  which  he  would  display  in 
the  hour  of  danger,  surprised  those,  who  be- 
lieved him  absorbed  in  enervating  pleasures. 

At  times,  the  innate  nobleness,  which  vice 
had  not  been  able  wholly  to  smother,  would 
show  itself  in  some  truly  regal  act,  that  would 
almost  as  soon  be  cancelled  by  some  deed 
of  violence  and  cruelty. 

Withal  he  possessed  a  fascination  and  digni- 
ty, which  would  almost  disarm  his  most  bitter 
enemies,  and  Ivar,  the  dread  and  greatest  foe 
of  the  high-spirited,  but  reckless  monarch,  was 
at  moments  not  wholly  free  from  its  influence. 
Not  that  the  proud  nature  of  that  unbending 
man  would  swerve  Irom  its  purpose,  when  the 
depth  of  its  fire  was  stirred,  but  Ivar  was 
great  enough,  to  think,  even  amid   his  private 
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wrongs,  of  the  rights  of  others,  and  to  drop 
a  tear  over  the  fall  of  his  most  hated  foe. 

The  noble  passed  into  the  presence  of  his 
King  with  an  unfurrowed  brow  and  a  caitn 
step,  though  but  the  moment  before  he  had 
kindled  the  last  lightning  in  the  storm,  that 
should  destroy  his  victim.  Yet  Ivar  was  no 
common  traitor ;  it  was  not  ambition  —  not 
worldly  power,  that  prompted  him,  but  the 
dictate  of  revenge  on  one,  who  was  beyond  the 
reach  of  law  and  open  force,  the  sense  of  deep 
unanswerable  wrong,  and  indignation  for  the 
tyranny,  beneath  which  his  country  groaned. 

Coldly  and  proudly  he  stood  before  the 
King,  and  a  smile  passed  across  his  brow, 
as  he  beheld  a  frown  darken  the  countenance 
of  Valdemar ;  for  as  though  coming  misfortunes 
cast  a  foreshadow  on  the  spirit,  the  monarch 
was  restless  and  depressed. 

Impatiently  he  strode  across   his   spacious 
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chamber^  while  Ivar  stood  watching  him,  im- 
moveable as  a  statue.  How  soon  might  that 
kingly  head  be  bowed  to  the  dust,  or  how 
easily  might  not  the  conspiracy  be  traced^  as 
like  a  pervading  spirit,  it  glided  forth  firom  the 
palace  over  the  realm,  now  weak  and  sifent, 
but,  if  it  returned,  louder,  than  the  storms  of 
heaven  ! 

Before  the  King  broke  the  pause^  the  clatter 
of  a  courser^s  hoof  rung  faintly  upward  from 
the  court.  Ivar  advanced  to  the  casement. 
It  was  Lanhyold,  hurrying  on  his  fatal  way. 

Ha  !  thought  the  noble,  scowling  triumphant- 
ly on  Valdemar,  thou  knowest  not^  what  that 
clang  portends !  every  bound  of  that  gallant 
steed  is  a  fiat  of  thy  fate. 

Ivar  watched  his  departing  friend  in  anxious 
suspense.  It  was  a  moment  of  agony!  Lanh- 
yold might  be  questioned,  taken,  and  all  dis- 
covered and  lost.    The  palace  gate  was  passed 
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in  safety ;  intently  Ivar  watched  his  progress 
down  the  long  and  winding  street.  At  length 
the  outermost  barrier  was  crossed^  and  at  full 
speed  the  messenger  was  seen  hurrying  on  in 
the  open  country  towards  tlie  hills. 

Exultingly  the  noble  turned  to  Valdemar. 

**  Ivar/'  exclaimed  the  latter,  "  how  heavily 
the  time  hangs  on  my  hands^  and  I   a  King. 
How  far  is  it  in  the  day  ?" 
.   ^'  Past  noon,  my  liege !  you  said,  that  you 
would  forth  to  Fiorresborg." 

**  I  will  not  hence  to-day.  I  feel  no  love  for 
ought,  that  once  was  wont  to  please  me.'' 

"  But  it  is  not  pleasure  calls — it  is  a  pressing 
emergency.  I  have  sure  proof,  that  the  traitors 
will  assemble  there.  Methought  you  had  de- 
cided, sire  !  The  party  ofSudermania  gains 
head.  The  Folkungar  is  in  Sweden.  No- 
thing but  your  presence  can  inspire  the  troops  ; 
they  call  loudly  for  it,  and  it  needs  some  action 
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to  give  them  confidence  in  their  King.  Come  ! 
my  lord  !  This  is  an  easy  triumph.  To  the 
vassal's  lair;" 

'^  How  is  it,  Iyar>  that  my  crown  sits  thus 
uneasily  ?  Nought  but  gloomy  forebodings  are 
whispered  around  me ;  men  tell  me  I  am  hated 
and  a  tyrant;  conspiracy  haunts  my  palace 
like  a  ghost ;  rebel  forces^  lurk  among  the 
mountains  like  wild  monsters  in  a  den^  ready 
to  rush  oo  me  in  an  unguarded  moment. 
Rumours  of  the  Polkungar  are  abroad^  they 
say  he  has  returned^  but  I  see  him  not,  he 
hangs  over  me  like  an  invisible  doom ; — ^and 
Sudermania  harbours  rebellion— -^ny  own  bro- 
ther !  But  I  care  not  for  him^  I  hate  him  too 
much  to  Jear  him !  Tell  me,  Ivar  !  Where 
shall  I  find  succour  and  safety  ?*' 

"  In  yourself,  Sire  !  Seek  it  not  elsewhere  P* 
said  the  Earl,   dwelling  on  the  words.     He^ 
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paused  in  thought,  as  though  wavering  in  his 
design. 

"  King  Valdemar !"  resumed  the  Earl,  in  an 
almost  friendly  tone,  evidently  moved  and  re- 
lenting  in  his  purpose.  ^^  We  have  been  long 
and  early  friends — friends  of  youth  !  Sire  ! 
There  is  danger  around  you^  great  danger,  and 
I  would  save  you.*' 

^  Wouldst  save  me !  Then  must  I  truly  be 
in  urgent  peril,  if  thou  can'st  save  me,"  said 
the  King  with  a  scornful  smile. 

Unhappy  was  that  smile  for  Valdemar. 

^  Thou  art— '" 

"  What  ails  thee,  Ivar  ?  Thou  stand'at  as 
though  thou  didst  behold '* 

"  My  sister's  spirit  !'*  exclaimed  the  Earl, 
as  he  started  in  horror  at  the.  creation  of  his 
own  fancy.  But  the  die  was  cast,  that 
thought  decided  the  conflict  in  the  breast  of 
I^ar,  -<-  a  sudden  ftre  flashed  in  his  eyes,  he 

K    5 


202  THE   WOOD     »P1RIT^ 

fixed  them  intensely  on  his  companion,  and 
then  his  emotion  passed,  and  he  was  calm  as 
before. 

'^  You  are  right,  my  Hege/^  he  resumed, 
'^  danger  is  abroad,  and  nothing  but  energy 
on  your  part  can  quell  the  rising  storm*  Tou 
must  confront  it,  or  you  will  succumb*  Head 
your  armies,  attack  the  traitors,  and  they  are 
lost ; — but  waste  the  precious  time  in  idle  revel, 
and  they  will  sound  a  larum  at  your  palace 
gates  P' 

"  Then  let  them  come  !"  replied  the  high- 
spirited  prince.  "  Shall  I  be  scared  from  my 
dwelling,  by  base,  plotting  boors  ?  Shall  I  be 
robbed  of  every  joy,  and  live  in  perpetual  ap- 
prehension ? — No  !  Let  them  come !  Bid  the 
banquet  be  prepared,  I  will  not  hence  to- 
day." 

Fortunate  had  it  been,  for  the  weak,  though 
daring  monarch,  had  he  persevered  in  his 
resolve. 
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The  storm  raged  wildly,  and  rose  with  sud- 
den violence.    The   King    advanced    to    the 
casement,  and  looked  on  the  heaving  sea.    The 
mist  and  spray  came  sweeping  over  the  shore 
and  city,  and  partially  veiled  every  object  from 
the  view.    The  roof  and  towers  of  the  cathe- 
dral alone  loomed  upward  through  the  haze, 
^d  the  bells   rang,  struck  by  the  wind^  as 
though  tolled  by  the  invisible  hand  of  God. 
,  Amidst  the  tiunult  of  the  elements,  a  frail 
fittle  skiff  laid  tossing  in  the  harbour.    After 
a  time  a  lofty  fbrm  advanced  to  the  beach,  and 
entered  the  fragile  barque. 

**  That  must  be  an  adventurous  mariner,^* 
exclaimed  the  King,  ^'  who  goes  forth  on  such 
a  day/* 

**  He  must  have  great  need  of  speedy  depar- 
ture,*' rejoined  Ivar,  thinking  of  I^anhyold. 
"  See  how  he  struggles  against  the  waves. 
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Surely  he  will  be  engulpbed.    Come^  we  will 
watch  him/* 

The  mariner^  whoever  he  was>  showed  a 
complete  knowledge  of  his  art,  for  aWy  he 
tacked  his  vessel  against  the  counter-currents^ 
that  raged  in  the  harbour.  A  group  of  men 
seemed  anxiously  watching  it  from  the  shores 

At  times  it  was  lost  amid  the  drift  and  ^ray^ 
and  then  again  its  white  sail  appeared  scudding 
above  the  siurf.  At  first  it  made  but  little  way, 
then  suddenly  winning  a  side  gast  of  the 
storm^  shot  swiftly  onward.  But  again  and 
again  a  counter-current  caught  it,  and  drove  it 
back  almost  foundering  beneath  the  huge 
masses  of  water,  that  rolled  into  the  harbour. 

*^  There  must  be  magie  in  that  skiff/*  ex- 
claimed the  King,  ^Ho  li/e  in  such  a  sea. 
One  would  not  deem  it  possible.  But  if  once 
it  passes  yonder  white  line  of  breakers  into  the 
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ettter  gulf,  it  wiU  ride  more  easily.  Tet  it  is 
madness  to  attempt.  HoweTer^  it  must  own  a 
gaUant  master,  and  I  wish  him  success*^'^^ 

Little  did  the  King  know,  as  he  spoke,,  what 
freight  that  bark  was  bearing. 

While  thus  the  mariner  was  buffeting  against 
the  storm,  twa  of  the  royal  war-vessels  sudden- 
ly started  from  their  moorings,  and  hurried  off 
as  though  in  pursuit. 

A  murmur  came  up  from  the  distance,  and 
crowds  were  seen  gathering  in  the  city  be-< 
neath. 

"  What  means  this,  Ivar  ?  That  little  bark 
seems  to  excite  a  lively  interest.  Why  do  they 
chase  it  thus  ?" 

"  Some  pirate.  Sire,  and  perchance  he  has 
friends  among  the  citizens." 

'^  Good  sooth !  it  is  a  gallant  chase.  But. 
see,  they  gain  upon  him/^ 
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Valdemar  watched  eagerly,  as  one  would 
gaze  upon  a  pageant. 

And  in  trath,  it  was  a  ooble  sight,  the  dark 
city,  the  maddening  sea,  the  flying  bark,  and 
the  eager  pursuit,  that  the  haud  of  God  threat- 
ened every  moment  to  arrest,  all  lying  in  fearful 
pomp  beneath  the  palace  walls,  that  towered 
upon  their  rocky  height. 

At  length  the  fugitive  veaael  cleared  the 
white  line  of  foam,  and  shot  proudly  beyond 
it.  The  pursuers  hurried  after;  a  sudden  gust 
lifted  the  spray  hke  a  veil  before  the  struggle, 
and  when  at  length  the  wind  had  rent  it,  only 
one  of  the  latter  remained — the  other  was 
grappling  with  the  chase.  But  in  the  midst 
of  the  struggle,  as  either  vessel  was  linked  by 
chains  of  iron,  the  mighty  Baltic  stretched 
forth  its  azure  form,  and  rolled  a  sudden  wave 
above  the  spot; — as  it  disappeaeed,  a  maallesa 
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wreck  was  driving  landwttrd^  and  the  barque  of 
the  fugitive  shot  beyond  upon  the  mantling 
surge^  and  still  hovered  upon  the  verge  of  the 
horizon* 

^^  Ivar  \  the  hand  of  God  must  have  been 
there/^  exclaimed  the  King^  still-  gaotng  upon 
the  sail^  swiftly  diminishing  in  the  distance^ 
when  suddenly  a  messenger  burst  breathless 
into  the  chamber. 

'^  Sire  t  a  conspiracy  has  been  discovered  1' 
"  Ha !  What  care  I  ?— I  know  it— the  ring- 
leaders will  soon  be  mine/'  rejoined  Valdemar, 
reverting  to  Sudermania^  whom  Ivar  had  re- 
presented as  sure  to  fail  into  his  hands^ 
Not  so,  my  liege--<that  barque^ — '' 
Bears  it  my  brother  ?**    And  the  monarch 
turned  with  a  deadly  frown  upon  the  fading 
sail. — "  He  escapes  but  for  a  time — I  care  not," 
and  he  smiled  in  triumph. 
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"  Not  Sudermania — ^that  barque  bears — ** 
«  Whom  V' 

"  The  FOLKUNGAR  P* 

At  that  dreaded  name  a  livid  paleness  over^ 
spread  the  brow  of  the  King — he  staggered 
against  the  column^  and  watched  ^ith  a 
frenzied  eye  his  swift  departing  foe. 

"  The  Folkungar  here^  and  I  knew  it  not  ? 
Then  am  I  lost.^ 

"  Thou  art  lost,"  thought  I  var  — **  but  not 
by  him ! — ^A  greater  foe  stands  by  thee  !** 

^^  Ivar  !  Ivar !  see  to  the  palace !  man  the 
walls !  I  fear  no  mortal  enemy,  but  him.'' 

The  Earl  went  forth— with  his  dreaded  pre-, 
sence  human  silence  sunk  upon  the  city,  but 
the  voice  of  God  still  clamoured  in  the  sky.. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


The  castle  of  Fiorresborg  stood  on  a  huge, 
dark-grey,  jagged  rock;  the  base  of  which 
was  clothed  with  firs,  that  stretched  away,  all 
around,  forming  a  forest  in  the  valley  beneath. 

Bare  heights  of  granite  started  up  in  every 
direction,  cutting  in  cold  outline  against  the 
wintry  sky.  A  stream,  one  perpetual  water- 
fall from  its  source  to  its  outlet,  dashed  on 
one  side,  beneath  the  walls  of  the  fortress — and 
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awoke  a  constant  echo  in  the  massive  towers— 
the  dark  spires  of  which^  bore  stern  company 
to  the  crags  around. 

The  castle  appeared  almost  impregnable^ 
and  as  well  guarded  as  it  was  strong,  while 
amid  the  dells  and  mountains  around^  loose 
watch  seemed  held^  for  the  eye  might  scan 
a  group  of  soldiers  wandering  amid  the  forest, 
within  a  bowshot  from  the  walls,  apparently 
with  hostile  intent,  and  evidently  unperceived. 

But  if  without  the  pile  was  gloomy — within 
was  cheerfulness  and  regal  pomp — for  there 
dwelt  Agatha,  last  daughter  of  the  lofly  line 
of  Fiorresborg. 

At  the  present  hour  in  which  the  undis- 
covered danger  lurked  around  the  walls,  the 
daughter  of  Lord  Alf,  unconscious  of  its  near 
approach,  was  anxiously  awaiting  the  arrival 
of  her  sire ; — he  had  promised  to  be  with  her 
early  in  the  morning,  after  leaving  the  court 
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of  Valdemar,  and  now  the  day  was  wearing  fast, 
and  be  had  not  arriyed. 

Well  might  she  fear ;  for  Sweden^  distract- 
ed by  contending  parties,  was  a  land  of  danger ; 
and  though  high  achievement,  and  deeds  of 
bold  emprise,  shone  forth  with  every  day, 
the  rocky  glens  and  gloomy  mountains,  would 
witness  scenes  of  horror,  which  never  tran- 
spired. 

Thus  full  of  apprehension,  the  Lady  of  Fior- 
resborg  passed  through  the  ancient  chapel  of 
the  castle,  and  ascending  the  grey  battlements 
of  a  lofty  tower,  looked  across  the  mountains, 
to  where  a  steep  and  dangerous  pass  was  dis- 
cernible, on  the  road  to  Stockholm. 

As  she  glided  along  the  gloomy  aisles  of  the 
Bacred  edifice^  the  mailed  effigies  of  her  illus- 
trious ancestry,  frowned  down  upon  her.  She 
beheld  herself  the  last  representative  of  a 
race  of  heroes ; — a  frail  girl,  bearing  on  her 
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brow  the  laurels  of  ages  !  Was  she  not  bowed 
down  beneath  the  overwhelming  glory  ?  Did 
she  not  feel  powerless^  even  a6  one^  doomed 
by  fate  ? — No  ! — ^The  proud  heart  of  that 
noble  girl  beat  prouder, — A  high  task  is  mine 
she  thought^  to  lay  the  wreath  of  centuries 
unsullied^  upon  the  grave  of  a  noble  house  ! 
Mine  is  a  death-task  (r--rAlas !  I  shall  survive 
them  all — all  the  scions  of  our  line — and  stand 
alone  in  my  gloomy  castle ! — What  shall  be 
my  fate  ? 

Agatha  took  a  cross  from  her  breast^  and 
looked  on  it  earnestly  and  long ;  then  turning 
to  the  grim  effigies  around,  cast  a  holy  smile 
upon  them^  and  ascended  to  the  battlements. 

The  wind  met  her  at  the  turret  door.  Turn- 
ing towards  the  mountains^  she  beheld  nought 
but  the  storm  walking  their  summits.  The 
pines  crashed  and  groaned  in  the  depths  of 
forest    beneath^    and   the  rocks   rose   around 
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in  the  grey  light  of  heaven,  like  the  giant 
shapes  of  evil  spirits,  motionless,  as  though 
with  horror.  Agatha  sat  and  watched  above 
the  cheerless  scene,  as  though  gazing  across 
the  mountain-pass,  would  hasten  the  return 
of  her  father,  beguiling  away  the  dreary  hour 
with  the  wild  melodies  of  childhood. 

It  is  often  thus,  when  we  are  lone  and  sad 
of  mood,  the  songs  of  our  early  days  come 
over  us,  like  voices  of  the  past,  and  on  the 
tide  of  their  music,  float  down  the  scenes  in 
which  they  first  were  heard; — but  he,  who 
had  beheld  Agatha  in  that  hour,  watching  on 
those  lorn  storm-stricken  battlements,  would 
have  needed  none  other  monitor,  to  remind 
him  of  all  that  was  dear  and  beautiful. 
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THE    CLOUDS. 


Ye  clouds,  that  wander  restlessly 
All  through  the  boundless  ur — 

And  keep  the  wild  winds  oompany. 
Oh  say !     What  do  ye  there  ? 


Why  hurry  ye  thus  speedily.^ 
And  take  nor  pause,  nor  rest, 

But  travel  onward  ceaselessly 
From  east — ^north — south  and  west  ? 


Why  veil  ye  always  eagerly. 
Bright  sun,  and  star,  and  moon, 

And  darken  over  cruelly. 
Mom,  even,  night,  and  noon  ? 


Cease,  mortal  1 — ^thy  vain  raillery, 
Nor  dare  condemn  our  flight, 

For  kindly  is  our  ministry. 
Mom,  even,  noon,  and  night. 
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£aefa  itar's  a  bright  eyed-sentinel. 

Watching  with  moon  and  sun— 
And  erery  lovely  ray  doth  tell 

In  heay'n,  what  earth  hath  done. 


Now  we  crey  clouds,  thou  dost  condemn. 

All  pass  before  their  view— 
And  thus  in  kindness  hide  from  them 

What  erring  mortals  do  1 


As  Agatha  sung,  a  troop  of  horsemen  ap- 
peared upon  the  height  of  the  pass,  and  dash* 
ing  down,  were  soon  lost  in  the  forest. 

^^That  is  my  father!"  cried  the  maiden, 
and  hurried  from  the  tower  to  receive  him. 

Th^  twilight  was  beginning  to  spread;  the 
Lord  of  Fiorresborg  had  returned,  and  sat 
with  Agatha  in  his  lonely  chamber.  The 
watch  had  been  set,  and  he  had  left  the  castle 
in  apparent  security  and  repose ;  yet  he  was 
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anxious  and  seemed  pondering  over  great  and 
dangerous  events, — In  vain  the  lovely  girl 
strove  to  calm  him. 

"  Oh  !  Agatha/^  he  exclaimed  "  talk  not  to 
me  of  rest. — The  fate  of  Sweden  hangs  by  a 
thread. — ^The  Folkungar  has  followed  my  call 
and  returned. — He  has  appeared  in  Stockholm^ 
but  he  found  not  the  aid,  that  I  expected. 
The  time  was  unfortunate^  for  fresh  troops 
had  arrived  in  the  capital^  and  the  populace 
dared  not  move. — He  was  discovered.  Scarcely 
had  he  time  to  escape  across  the  gulf,  pursued 
by  two  of  the  king^s  vessels — but  the  latter 
perished  in  the  storm — and  I  believe  he  is 
safe^  for  long  as  eye  could  see,  I  still  beheld 
his  white  sail  above  the  water. — Oh  !  should 
he  perish,then  falls  the  best  and  noblest  of  the 
Swedes,  and  the  last  of  their  ancient  regal 
house.  I  directed  the  fugitive  to  come  to 
Fiorresborg,  for   I   would  conceal  him  within 
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these  walls,  and  I  know  the  neighbouring 
mountaineers  are  still  friendly  to  his  cause. — 
But  tell  me^  Agatha — has  all  been  safe,  and 
has  strict  watch  been  kept  since  my  departure  ? 
— ^for  I  have  been  warned,  that  danger  is  at 
hand,  that  Valdemar  thirsts  for  my  blood,  and 
^knows,  that  I  uphold  his  enemies. — ^That 
traitor,  Ivar,  has  sworn  my  ruin,  and  instigated 
him  against  me. — There  is  a  dangerous  plot, 
and  this  castle  I  fear,  is  no  longer  safe. — Hast 
thou  seen  ought  of  an  enemy  ?'' 

^'  Nought,  my  father !  save,  that  a  group  of 
foot  soldiers  passed  across  the  hills  to  the  left. 
But  they  seemed  to  take  the  onward  way. 
The  land  around  is  still  as  death.'' 

Fiorresborg  paced  the  chamber  anxiously, 
and  restlessly,  and  every  moment  glanced 
through  the  casement  to  the  mountains.  They 
rose  dark  and  indistinct. 

"  Not  a  messenger  returned !"  muttered  the 
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£arl^    ^^  they    cannot  sure  be  taken !    not  a 
i»gnal !" 

He  grew  more  and  more  impatient.  The 
object,  that  he  watched  for>  had  evidently  not 
appeared ;  at  length  a  faint  gleam  fell  into  the 
room^  the  countenance  of  the  aged  noble 
brightened  with  j  oy •  g 

It  is  done !— they  \iill  be  here/^  he  cried, 

and  the  way  will  be  fi:^e  foB  the  Folkun- 
gar. 

The  light  grew  stronger  and  broader,  as  it 
fell  through  the  casement^  and  on  one  of  the 
distant  mountains  might  be  seen  rising  a  fierce, 
red,  wavy  flame.-— The  outlines  of  the  mighty 
crag,  the  moment  before  lost  in  deep  obscurity, 
were  now  pencilled  in  lines  of  fire,  and  the 
gigantic  signal-light  seemed  beckoning  over 
Sweden  with  its  burning  arms,  as  the  wind 
rushed  into  its  towering  mass. 

"  Burn  on  !    burn  on  V^  cried  Fiorresborg. 
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Bjomstiema  will  see  its  light — and  Zinterholm, 
and  a  brave  band  will  welcome  the  exile  to 
the  throne  of  the  Sviar.'^ 

Proudly  and  joyously  the  Earl  gazed  upon 
the  growing  signal,  and  to  his  side  clung 
Agatha  with  beating  heart. 

^*  Father !  Father  !*'  she  breathed,  ^'  why 
hast  thou  mingled  in  these  fearful  schemes  ? 
Why  hast  thou  brought  destruction  upon  thy 
head? — Oh!  listen  to  me, — Retract,  while  it 
is  time ;  trust  to  the  mercy  of  the  King,  and 
the  strength  of  thy  towers — but  go  not  forth, 
and  harbour  not  rebellion. — Thou  wast  once 
the  firiend  of  Valdemar.'* 

^^  I  was.  And  deeply  have  I  repented.  But 
I  will  obliterate  my  treason  to  our  ancient 
Kings,  by  my  devotion  to  the  last  heir  of  their 
name. — Oh !  Karl  Folkungar ! — Nevermore 
will  I  desert  thee  !" 
But    Agatha    continued    still    to    implore. 

L  3 
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^'  There  is  a  voice  within  me,  that  cries^  be- 
ware ! — ^Danger  is  around  ! — these  towers  arc 
doomed  by  fate ! — I  see  the  shade  of  death 
flung  across  the  battlements*  Father!  my 
father ! — Let  us  hence, — ^An  irresistible  power 
impels  me!" 

^^  Daughter !  are  those  the  words  of  a  Fior- 
resborg  ? — Is  the  fate  of  Sweden  and  its  exiled 
lord  not  more  in  thine  eyes,  than  selfish 
fears  r 

"  Far  more !  But  thou  art  most  of  all ! — I 
feel  that  we  are  lost — even  at  this  moment." 

"  Lost,  sayest  thou  ! — see  how  bright  yon 
beacon  burns — gaze  on  those  flames!  They 
gleam  wild,  as  with  a  triumph  !  Burn  on  ! 
burn  on  !  There  are  a  thousand  warriors  in  every 
ray.'* 

Agatha  joyed  not  in  the  sight,  but  beheld 
with  deep  foreboding.  The  outer  battlements 
of  the  vast  castle  spread  beneath  in  lurid  dis- 
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tinctness^  but  it  was  not  with  a  cheering  gleam, 
they  loomed  in  the  sullen  glow  as  though  a 
death  light  was  glancing  over  them. 

"  Yon  beacon/*  exclaimed  Alf,  **  must  be 
discernible  in  Stockholm,  it  towers  so  high  ! 
Ha !  ha !  Valdemar  must  see  it  from  his  palace. 
Perchance  he  takes  it  for  an  Aurora !  I  marvel 
whether  it  dims  the  lights  at  his  revel.  Little 
he  knows  that  the  faint  glow  he  now  beholds 
on  the  horizon  is  the  dawn  of  liberty.^' 

A  smile  of  triumph  beamed  in  the  face  of 
the  speaker,  as  he  looked  in  proud  anticipa- 
tion on  the  burning  mountain. 

**  Higher  I  higher  !'*  he  continued,  "  be  seen 
in  Wermeland  and  in  Esthonia,  be  seen  in  the 
north  and  south !  By  yonder  beacon  we  will 
kindle  a  light,  that  shall  never  die  in  Sweden." 

<*  Ha !  Agatha  !  come  hither  daughter ! 
Methinks  the  flames  grow  weaker,  or  is  it 
that  they  burn  too  slow  for  eager  expectation. 
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Here  !  —  behold !  —  tell  me !  —  do  they  not 

waver  ?'* 

^^  Father !  father  !  that  beacon  is  dying/' 
*^  God  of  heaven ! — ^it  is   £Ue  to  me  1— it 

must  not  die  ! — rekindle  it,    ;e  lightnings  I— 

it  is  too  far  for  any  one  from  the  castle  to 
reach  it  in  time.  They  told  me,  Ivar  was  al- 
ready advancing  against  me.  What  if  he 
should  come,  before  the  succour  arrives  1 
What,  if  he  should  meet  the  Folkungar !  But 
Fiorresborg  is  not  far  from  the  sea,  the  fugitive 
may  reach  it  first.  Then  for  a  desperate  de- 
fence. Yet,  say,  Agatha  !-^I  am  deceived ; 
Is  it  not  so  ?  The  flame  burns  brightly  stilL^ 
"  Alas !  It  is  scarcely  visible.*' 

% 

*^  Oh !  This  accursed  storm  f  It  has  ex- 
tinguished it.** 

^*  No  storm  has  quenched  that  fire.  It  is  the 
hand  of  Valdemar.  Hark!  the  storm  has 
lulled — it  has  ceased !  There  is  another  cause/' 
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^'  No  I  daughter  1  I  know  the  King.  He  is 
luxurious  and  slow  to  act.  Even  now  be  revels 
in  his  palace  at  Stockholm/' 

.  ^^  But  Jvar  I  save  us  merciful  heaven  !'* 
cried  the  trembling  girl,  and  sunk  on  her  knees 
by  the  side  of  the  aged  Earlj,  as  with  a  shudder 
of  horror,  she  thought  of  the  dissolute  monarch 
and  the  dreadful  fate,  that  would  be  hers  and 
her  sire's  at  his  hands. 

^^  Even  if  it  were  thus,"  exclaimed  Alf  after 
a  pause,  *^  our  friends  must  have  seen  the 
signal.  They  must  already  be  on  their  way. 
Oh  !  that  it  had  burned  a  moment  longer.'' 

By  this  time  the  fire  had  totally  subsided, 
and  darkness  was  folded  around  the  mountains. 
Still — how  the  heart  will  cling  to  its  hopes, 
and  resort  to  almost  impossible  conclusions  to 
prove,  that  they  are  not  yet  defeated — still  Alf 
gazed  upon  the  lightless  crag,  expecting  every 
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moment  to  see  the  signal  tower  brighter  than 
before.  But  all  remained  gloomy  as  the  grave. 
Afler  a  time  the  note  of  a  trumpet  came 
ringing  in  broken  tones  from  the  far  distance. 
The  Earl  started  at  the  sound. 

^^  What  may  that  signal  be  ? ''  Alf  could  not 
disguise  his  apprehension.  ^^  That  must  be  the 
signal-blast  of  Bjomstiema  or  Zinterholm. 
Listen  Agatha  1  and  tell  me.  For  methinks 
that  sight  and  hearing  fail  me  to-night.*^ 

Faintly  the  notes  came  swelling  over 
the  mountains^  but  they  were  scarcely 
audible. 

^^  It  is  a  war-blast,  father ! — and  tl^e  notes 
are  those  of  Valdemar.  Now,  for  the  last 
time,  let  me  implore  thee  to  fly.  It  is,  it  is  the 
King.  Our  friends  are  defeated,  and  thou 
wilt  perish ! — ^^ 

*^  Never  more,    my  daughter ! — ^let  not  the 
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word  flight  pass  over  thy  lips.  Here  have  I 
pledged  myself  to  meet  the  Folkungar,  and 
here  will  I  await  him,  or  die/' 

*^  Then  fly  Hum,  I  will  remain,  and  aided  by 
our  trusty  vassals,  defend  the  castle,  till  thou 
can'st  return  in  safety  and  with  succour.  Be- 
lieve me,  I  shall  succeed.  My  heart  will 
not  fail  me  in  the  hour  of  danger,^'  and  with 
a  proud  consciousness  the  noble  girl  gazed 
beseechingly  upon  her  father. 

^*  Thou  art  a  true  daughter  of  Fiorresborg,'* 
exclaimed  the  Earl,  and  kissed  her  marble 
brow.  ^^  But  never  shall  it  be  said  that  old 
Alf  deserted  his  home  and  his  chief  in  the  hour 
of  trial,  or  entrusted  the  defence  of  his  halls  to 
the  care  of  a  girl.  I  will  to  the  ramparts — 
and  look  to  the  approaches.  It  is  impossible, 
t:hat  this  can  be  the  King,  but  we  will  be  pre- 
pared for  the  worst.'* 

L  5 
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Her  sire  left  her^  and  Agatha  sat  alone  at 
the  gloomy  casement^  glancing  in  apprehension 
at  the  mazy  masses  of  mountain  and  forest, 
that  were  piled  around  and  beneath.  Still  at 
intervals  came  the  cltog  of  trumpets,  that  the 
shrill  wind  as  it  passed  would  mock  in  a 
louder  tone.  She  heard  at  times  the  voice 
of  her  father  directing  the  defence,  and  at 
intervals  an  indistinct  noise  was  borne  over  the 
walls  from  without. 

**  We  are  strong  enough/*  cried  Alf,  as  he 
returned^  ^^  to  resist  any  present  attack^  if  one 
is  meditated^  and  I  trust  our  friends  have 
seen  the  signal,  and  that  it  is  them,  who 
are  advancing^  How  heavily  the  time  wears. 
Sing  me  one  of  thine  own  sweet  songs  my 
Agatha." 

The  pensive  girl  obeyed,  and  passing  her 
hand  over  the  strings    of  her  lute,  sung    to 


« 
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the    wind   without^    that     was    lulling,     as 
though  charmed  to  stillness  by  her  voice. 


THE    HARPER     WIND. 


The  wind's  a  bard — a  bard  so  rude 
And  a  many-toned  harp  he  plays. 

Ii«*s  the  harper  wild  to  the  field  and  flood. 
And  sings  them  stirring  lays. 


He  sings  to  the  ocean  a  stormy  song. 
And  waives  its  waves  to  dance*- 

As  it  hears  his  voice  the  surf  rolls  strong, 
And  the  white  sea-breakers  glance. 


He  sings  to  the  tempest  that  sleeps  on  a  cloud- 

And  it  wakes  as  it  hears  his  call, 
And  its  thunder-mirth  grows  deep  and  loud 

As  it  lights  its  festal  hall. 
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He  Bii^  to  the  fontt,  that  ahimhen  in  shade. 
And  the  green  boughs  danee  for  glee, 

And  the  dead  leai^es  wake  from  their  grare  in  the  gUi 
And.  whirl  round  the  parent  tree  1 


He  singt  to  the  mountain  a  shrill  sharp  tone. 

And  scatters  its  frosty  snow; 
The  avalanche  starts  from  its  icy  throne. 

And  bounds  to  the  vale  below. 


But  his  song  is  not  ever  so  wild  and  rude^ 
In  his  lay  there  is  softer  power ; 

His  voice  is  dread  in  his  stormy  mood. 
But  *tis  sweet  in  his  calmer  hour. 


Hear  him  sing  when  the  eve  draws  nigh, 
When  the  sun  blushes  deep  o*er  its  fall, 

And  shadows  like  dreams  on  the  pale  earth  lie- 
Hear  how  plaintive  his  vesper-call. 


When  the  lost  one  rests  in  the  silent  tomb, 
And  no  one  comes  near  him  to  mourn. 

And  none  to  cheer  in  the  cold  grave's  gloom, 
Cast  a  floweret  frail  on  his  urn. 
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\Vho  then  will  come  with  ligfa  and  with  wail. 

When  all  else  are  paning  away? 
'Tis  the  low  sweet  Toice  of  the  erening-gale^ 

That  mounii  at  the  cloae  of  the  day  1 


When  youth  is  gone  with  all  its  brightaess» 
And  hope  with  its  flowers  is  ftding. 

When  the  broken  spirit  hath  lost  iU  lightn 
'Neath  cares  untimely  shading: 


Who  sings  us  a  song  of  early  days  ? 

What  comes  like  a  voice  of  the  past  ? 
'Tis  the  wailing  wind  in  his  evening-lays. 

When  he  raises  his  musical  blast 


Wlien  the  mariner  rests  on  the  silent  shore, 
Who  sings  him  a  song  of  the  main  ?— » 

^Tis  the  wind,  who  tunes  to  the  breaker's  roar. 
His  wild  harp's  boisterous  strain! 


When  the  mariner  roameth  so  fiur  from  land. 
And  the  night  shines  down  from  above — 

The  soft  win  i  stealing  from  distant  strand, 
Sings  to  him  of  home  and  of  love  I 


1 
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When  fertime  from  oar  hand  hm  puwd. 
And  gladncn  from  our  heart9 

Hear  then  how  well  the  fierce,  proud  Uai^ 
In  our  despair  takes  part. 


When  in  the  lighted  and  festal  hall 

We  scorn  the  frivolous  scene, 
Hear  how  the  wind  comes  and  whoops  at  the  wall; 

As  though  mocl^ing  the  triflers  within, 


*^^^  ^^^  ^^tf  9m0  ^M0 

^^  ^^  ^^^*  ^W^  ^^*. 


The  wind's  a  bard — a  bard  so  rude— < 

But  he  sings  a  song  of  power- 
To  heaven  and  earth<»to  field  and  flood 
In  every  scene  and  hour. 


When  day  on  its.  blue  path,  its  fire  hath  rolled-* 
When  waves  to  the  night-moon  curl. 
When  mom  sets  its  rubies  in  circlets  of  gold) 
And  eve  braids  itt  garlands  of  pearU 
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Then  let  his  harp  to  the  hill  and  the  cloud. 
To  the  wave  and  the  deep  valley  ring. 

Let  him  strike  the  chord  of  the  storm  so  loud, 
Or  sorrow's  more  musical  string  h 
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CHAPTER  XVU. 


Alf  scarcely  heeded  the  song  of  Agatha, 
sweet  as  was  her  voice,  but  seemed  again  lost 
in  anxious  thought. 

**  See  !  how  yon  wild-fire  hovers  in  the 
valley/*  he  exclaimed.  **  How  leisurely  it 
advances  upon  the  castle,  as  though  it  were 
an  evil  spirit  come  to  haunt  us.  Good 
sooth !  It  is  almost  under  the  walls.  Look  I 
Agatha.^* 
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The  moon  had  stepped  forth^  and  stood  high 
in  heaven^  silent  and  luminous,  like  a  spirit 
watching  the  earth. 

"  That  cannot  be  a  meteor/'  cried  Agatha, 
^^  If  I  err  not,  it  is  the  moonlight  gleaming  on 
a  lance.  And  lo  !  there  is  another — ^and 
another.  They  are  close  beneath  the  western 
tower." 

A  cloud  came  over  the  moon  and  the  lu- 
minous spots  vanished  from  below.  The  ap- 
pearance was  so  transitory,  Alf  heeded  it  no 
more,  and  the  challenge  and  due  reply  of 
the  warder  without,  as  the  sentinel  went  his 
accustomed  rounds,  again  dispelled  every  ap- 
prehension. 

<^  This  is  the  time,  at  which  the  Folkungar 
should  arrive,'^  said  the  Earl.  ^^  I  have  sent 
scouts  out,  to  warn  him  on  his  way*  He 
cannot  miss  the  castle;  but  what  noise  is 
that  ?" 
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A  clang  was  audible  as  of  many  armed 
men  pacing  the  courts,  and  a  sound  like 
the  clash  of  steel  was  heard  in  the  more 
distant  towers,  but  as  it  could  only  proceed 
from  ^ose  within  the  walls,  Alf  heeded  it 
not.  An  hour  elapsed  thus.  The  noise 
returned  from  time  to  time,  but  was  still  un- 
noticed. At  length  it  grew  so  loud,  that  it 
must  have  been  caused  by  some  unusual 
circumstance. 

As  Alf  arose  to  discover  whence  it  could 
emanate,  a  tramping,  as  of  a  large  retinue,  was 
heard  in  the  gallery  that  opened  upon  his 
chamber;  presently  the  portal  was  thrown 
back,  and  King  Valdemar,  attended  by  Ivar 
and  a  goodly  train,  appeared  before  the  aston- 
ished Earl. 

^^  Ah  !''  said  the  King  in  a  gay  tope,  greeting 
Alf  with  more  than  usual  familiarity,  ^M  am 
come  to  bid  myself  a  guest  to  Fiorresborg.  I 
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am  wekome^  am  I  not  ?  Though  the  warder 
refused  me  admittance.  But  I  bribed  my  way^ 
and  would  let  none  of  thy  vassals  announce 
me,  in  order  to  surprise  thee  the  more,  by  my 
unexpeoted  presence.^^ 

Wrapt  in  astonishment,  the  Earl  knew  not 
what  to  reply.  That  gay  and  overcourteous 
manner  never  boded  good  from  the  King, 
and  if  that  had  not  been  sufficient  augury, 
the  sinister  and  triumphant  glances  of  Ivar 
shewed  plainly,  that  some  mystery  was  afloat. 
But  he  might  err,  it  might  in  reality  be  a  kindly 
intended  visit  from  the  capricious  tyrant,  and 
Alf,  assuming  the  tone  of  his  monarch,  and  a 
lightness  of  heart  he  felt  not,  replied,  ^^  My 
liege  is  ever  wekK)me  in  the  eastle  of  his 
vassal—and — ** 

**  Of  a  doubt,  of  a  doubt/'  rejoined  Valde- 
mar ;  ^^nd  methinks  the  Lady  Agatha  is  not  so 
overjoyed  to  see  me,  as  her  sire.    What  greet- 
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ing  has  she  for  her  guest?''  and  the  King 
saluted  her  rudely. 

^^  Such  as  it  befits  the  daughter  of  Fiorres- 
borg  to  give  to  the  King  of  Sweden.'* 

Gentle  as  was  the  nature  of  that  lovely  girl^ 
she  had  a  brave  proud  spirit^  and  a  noble 
heart ;  and  if  she  had  trembled  at  the  ap- 
proach of  peril — in  the  hour  of  danger  she 
was  firm^  and  belied  not  the  illustrious  blood 
of  her  lofty  line.  Pale^  calm,  and  haughty 
she  confronted  the  king.  Strange  that  so  fair 
and  delicate  a  being  should  repel  and  awe, 
where  an  armed  warrior  would  have  been 
powerless. 

A  thousand  thoughts  flitted  across  the  mind 
of  Alf.  Could  his  castle  be  taken  by  surprize  ? 
Were  the  forebodings  of  his  daughter  realized  ? 
He  had  forbidden  any  one  to  enter.  How  did 
the  King  gain  admittance  ?  It  is  true  he  had 
not  specified  Valdemar,  and   perchance    the 
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warder  might  not  dare  refuse  entrance  to  his 
sovereign.     Or  were  traitors  within  his  wails.? 

The  Earl  determined  under  any  circum- 
stances to  gain  as  much  time  as  possible.  He 
might  assemble  his  followers,  succour  might 
arrive,  he  might  yet  be  saved.— >Bttt  what,  if 
the  Folkungar  should  come  at  'tKrfl'imfoward 
hour  ?    Then  all  were  lost.  .       **' 

^^  Now,  Alf/^  said  the  King,  ^  mithinks  you 
receive  your  monarch  coldly.  Let  the  halls  be 
lit,  and  a  banquet  be  prepared,  for  my  chase  of 
the  wild  bear  to  his  den  has  well  disposed  me 
to  do  it  justice.  What  revel  hast  thou  for 
me?'' 

^^  All  that  this  poor  castle  can  afford,  in  which 
my  King  is  lord.'* 

"  Ah,  yes  !  thou  sayest  a  true  word  there — 
that  I  am  lord  in  it,  none  will  doubt,*'  exclaim- 
ed the  monarch,  laughing,  with  a  meaning 
glance  at  Ivar. 
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If  my  liege,  will  pardon  my  absence,  I  will 
make  such  preparation,  as  will  be  more  befit* 
ing  so  high  a  guest,^^  said  Alf,  anxious  to  de- 
part, and  discover  the  real  state  of  the  castle. 

^^  Oh,  no !  It  is  unnecessary,  my  lord  of 
Fiorresborg. — My  attendants  will  have  done 
their  duty  within  these  walls,  and  all  that  is 
requisite.  Now  I  would  ask,  why  the  King 
was  excluded  from  the  castle  of  his  vassal, 
while  another  and  more  welcome  guest  was 
expected  ?" 

"  The  Folkungar !''  thought  Alf.  "  All  is 
discovered." 

"  Yea,  thou  canst  not  deny  it,  Sudermania  is 
expected  at  Fiorresborg." 

«  He  is  deceived  !"  breathed  Alf.  "  1  hank 
heaven  !  he  knows  nought  of  the  Folkungar.'* 

"What? — Not  a  word  in  defence? — ^Thou 
art  a  traitor !" 
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''And  therefore  I  arrest  thee  for  high-tre&- 
son^^  thundered  Ivar,  stepping  forward. 

*'  Succour,  succour  your  lord,"  cried  Alf, 
calling  on  his  retainers.  ^'  There  has  been 
treachery  in  my  castle.  King  Valdemar,  I 
deny  it  not.  I  am  in  thy  power,  but  still  I 
say,  I  am  thine  enemy  unto  death.'' 

^  I  know  it.  Thou  speakest  true.  But 
there  were  still  faithful  subjects  in  this  nest 
of  traitors,  who  prepared  a  reception  for  their 
King,  \(rhich  their  lord  denied.  The  rest  \rere 
slain  at  their  post.  I  wonder  Lord  Alf  heard 
not  the  combat.  Rebels  should  keep  a  better 
watch. — Seize  him  ! — Guards  !'* 

^*  Mercy  !  mercy  !'^  shrieked  Agatha,  sink- 
ing on  her  knees  before  the  King.  "  I  swear 
it,  he  is  not  in  league  with  Sudermania.  I 
swear  it  by  the  honour  of  our  house.  Spare 
him  !  Save  him  !'* 

"  A  lovely  supplicant !   scoffed   the   tyrant. 
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Thou  shall  pay  the  penalty  for  thy  father's 
treason.  But  first  to  the  banquet.  Thou  shalt 
join  us^  if  it  please  thee.  Lord  Fiorresborg.'^ 

In  bitter  mockery  Alf  was  forced  to  sit  at ' 
his  own  board,  disarmed  and  powerless— and 
to  behold  his  daughter  by  the  side  of  the  Kingi 
in  momentary  danger  of  being  exposed  to  the 
insults  of  the  lawless  despot  and  his  dissolute 
companions. 

But  at  that  board  presided  Ivar,  like  the 
ruling  spirit.  His  intense  gaze  was  fixed  upon 
that  lovely  girl,  who  with  soft,  sad,  dewy 
glance,  half  quenched  the  fire  of  wrath  within 
his  heart.  If  the  King  suffered  a  ribald  word 
to  escape  his  lips,  the  eyes  of  Ivar  were 
turned  towards  him  with  a  dreadful  look,  and 
the  tyrant  felt  his  gaiety  forsake  him,  and 
thejoy  of  his  victory  die  unconsciously  before 
the  awing  presence  of  his  imperious  vassal. 
But   the  spirit  of  Zinkla  hovered  around  the 
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latter — and  a  smile  of  bitter  hatred  played 
around  his  lips^  as  he.thought^  that  the  traitor- 
king,  who  had  betrayed  his  sister — had  he  the 
power,  would  ruin  his  beloved. 

In  the  midst  of  the  revel,  one  of  the  king's 
attendants  entered,  and  announced  that  a 
stranger,  who  would  not  disclose  his  name, 
demanded  admittance  to  the  Lord  of  Fiorres- 
borg. 

^*  Oh,  no  1  he  mistakes ;  that  is  now  me,*' 
exclaimed  Valdemar,  laughing,  ^^  but  he  wishes 
to  see  Lord  Alf — admit  him. — Some  traitor  of 
importance.    We  shall  hear  rich  tidings.^' 

«  That  must  be  the  Folkungar,"  thought 
Alf.  ^^Oh!  that  he  should  come  at  such  a 
moment." 

**  Thou  shalt  receive  thy  guest  as  in  duty 
bound/'  said  the  King,  rising  and  retiring  to 
an  alcove,  ^^  and  thou  shalt  act  as  thou  wouldst 
you  I.  M 
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^11'  ^^ < f t  ^ 


have  done,  wane  I  not  hone. — ] 

sign,  one  word,  to  diaclo%e  timt  we 

and  thou  ahak  periah*    Fcarget  not^  tlkat  we 

are  close  beside  thee.^ 

Alf  was  forced  to  ob^.  He  fdt  a  hope^  tiial 
he  might  still  contrive  to  warn  the  Tdikaagut 
of  his  danger* 

The  lofty  exile  Altered.  He  was  tza:Tid-ml» 
ed,  and  worn  with  labour^  bat  still  his  prood 
form  towered  orer  the  sflent  revellers,  as  in 
complete  armonr,  and  with  closed  vizor^  he 
advanced  into  the  haD* 

He  paused  in  surprise  at  the  scene  before 
him.  It  seemed  strange,  that  Alf,  his  trus^ 
friend,  should  be  banqueting  gailj,  when  him- 
self was  wandering  in  danger. 

"  Thou  hast  not  expected  me,  Alf,  by  this 
array.    Who  are  these  thy  guests  ?" 

*'  Thou  art  welcome,   stranger,   most  wel- 
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cotne/^  replied  the  Earl^  in  faltering  accents. 
"  Whence  comest  thou? — ^ihese  guests  are 
some  of  the  highest  in  Sweden — the  very  highest 
—but — speak  not  now  thine  errand.*' 

A  sword  rattled  in  its  scabbard  at  the|  fur- 
ther end  of  the  hall.  Alf  trembled ;  he  un- 
derstood the  sign. 

"Thanks!  my  trusty  Alf  I'*  exclaimed  the 
Folkungar.    *'  Then  thou  hast  been  successful 
in  my  cause.'' 

^*  Yes !  even  so ! — Most  successful.  But 
private  griefs  are  nothing,  in  these  turbulent 
^imes.  Dost  thou  know  ?  King  Valdemar  has 
defeated  the  rebels.  Thank  heaven  ! — Be  seat^ 
«d,  stranger." 

The  exile  was  astonished  and  indignant  at 
"^he  manner  of  Alf— He  went  to  the  seat  of 
lionour. 

"  Not  there !  methinks  thou  forgettest  the 
presence  in  which  thou  art.'* 

K  3 
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''  Art  thou  insane  or  traitor  ?"  thundered 
Folkungar. 

^^  That  must  be  Sudermania  !'*  the  King 
whispered  to  Ivar,  **  for  none  else  would  say 
those  words.    We  have  him  in  our  power.** 

Alf  was  agonized  with  terror. 

*^  I  cannot  prevent  his  disclosing  himself/' 
he  gasped ;  "  that  seat  is  reserved  for  thy  supe- 
riors, who  are  present.^' 

"  Dotard  !  I  own  none.  Where  are  they  ?" 
Forth  from  his  concealment  stepped  King  Val- 
demar,  in  the  belief,  that  he  was  confronting 
his  rebellious  brother. 

*^  Not  eyeh  Valdemar,  King  of  Sweden?^* 
said  the  tyrant  calmly,  in  a  taunting 
voice. 

"  The  Folkungar  alone  is  King  in  Sweden," 
thundered  the  exiled  hero. 

He  dashed  his  vizor  back,  and  frowned  upon 
the  usurper  with  an  annihilating  glance. 
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At  that  dreaded  presence  the  King  staggered 
as  with  a  blow. 

"  Arrest  him  !'*  he  exclaimed^  and  in  an  in- 
stant the  guards  of  the  tyrant  closed  around 
the  unhappy  prince. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 


The  hand  of  Valdemar^  in  his  wrath^  had  level- 
ed the  castle  of  Fiorresborg.  A  momentary 
calm  apparently  surrounded  the  monarch,  but 
it  was  a  deceptive  calm.  The  cloud  of  misfor- 
tune hung  silently,  but  behind  it  the  storm- 
wind  was  gathering. 

The  King  following  as  he  ever  did,  the  dic- 
tates of  his  favourite,  had  proceeded,  with  a 
large  body  of  troops  to  the  castle  of  his  vassal. 
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Two  motives  had  impelled  him — his  desire  of 
possessing  the  lovelj  daughter  <^  Alf,  and  his 
belief  instigated  by  Ivar — that  her  father  was  a 
traitor,  and  a  secret  abettor  of  hb  rebellious 
brother* 

When  he  arrived  near  the  stronghold  of  the 
Earl,  he  saw  enough  to  confirm  his  worst 
suspicions.  Troops  were  gathering  from  all 
quarters — ^and  a  beacon  was  blazing  on  the 
mountains  to  assemble  their  scattered  bands. 
But  the  King  appeared  at  the  decisive  moment, 
before  his  enemies  had  concentrated  their 
forces, — the  beacon  was  extinguished,  the 
separate  detachments  routed,  and  the  way  to 
Fiorresborg  without  a  barrier. 

Ivar — ^intent  upon  the  ruin  of  his  enemy,  and 
the  accomplishment  of  his  designs,  had  won 
over  traitors  in  the  castle  of  Alf,  and  scarcely  a 
struggle  was  requisite  to  become  its  master. 

With  an  exterminating  hand  the  wrath  of 
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the  King,  or  rather  of  his  favourite,  fell  upon 
its  devoted  walls,  and  when  the  homeward 
trumpets  sounded  over  the  march  of  Yalde- 
mar,  their  echoes  came  but  from  the  ruins  of 
Fiorresborg. 

But  treachery  was  at  work.    The  monarch 
lulled  himself  into  false  security.     The  scene 
changed.     The  Duke  of  Sudermania  suddenly 
threw  aside  the  mask,  and  possessed  himself  or 
Stockholm,  which  he  fortified. 

While  his  wily  brother  was  strengthening 
himself  in  every  possible  way — the  King,  led 
by  Ivar,  whose  deep  designs  he  never  in  the 
least  suspected,  was  entangled  amid  the  moun- 
tains, and  wasting  his  troops  in  ceaseless  en* 
counters  with  the  rebels.  The  Folkungar  was 
led  a  captive  in  the  victor's  train,  but  he  might 
not  deem,  that  very  victory  was  the  downfall 
of  his  enemy  ? 

Indignantly  the  defeated  Prince  followed  his 
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conqueror^  and  was  forced  to  behold  his  adhe- 
rents destroyed  with  each  succeeding  day — The 
King  who  dreaded  him  more  than  any  other  be- 
ing would  have  ended  his  fears  with  the  life  of  his 
prisoner — but  the  generous  spirit  of  Ivar  would 
not  permit,  that  the  hero,  who  had  been  taken 
through  treachery,  should  be  thus  basely 
murdered. 

**  Think  ye  to  cage  the  eagle?'*  cried  the 
Folkungar,  as  he  beheld  the  chance  of  deliver- 
ance. 

The  troops  of  Valdemar  were  scattered 
among  the  mountains,  and  the  monarch  with 
his  prisoner,  but  scantily  attended,  was  defiling 
through  a  narrow  glen,  which  he  could  not  a- 
void  passing.  The  view  was  bounded  on  all 
sides  by  the  projecting  rocks,  and  but  a  small 
portion  of  the  long  winding  line  of  soldiery, 
was  discernible  at  a  time,  or  available  in  case 
of  need. 

M  5 


250  THB   WOOD     SPIRIT. 

As  the  Folkungar  passed  with  the  rest — his 
eye  caught  a  fresh  inscription  hewn  on  a 
crag.  It  was  his  gathering  word — and  beneath 
it  was  graven — "  in  the  valley  of  OemerJ' 

Almost  all  beheld,  but  none  heeded  those 
words  of  fatal  import.  They  believed  them  but 
the  idle  sport  of  a  wandering  moun- 
taineer. The  captive  alone  knew  their  meaning. 

The  route  of  Valdemar  had  been  revealed  to 
the  patriot  followers  of  the  exiled  prince^  and 
they  had  formed  their  wild  plan  of  deliverance. 

The  dark  chasms  of  glen  Oemer  opened  to 
the  view,  gloomy  and  terrific.  Clouds  rested 
above^  and  the  rocks  that  surrounded  it,  a 
giant  colonnade,  made  it  look  like  the  prison 
of  some  fallen  deity. 

The  advancing  lines  had  passed  the  centre 
of  glen  Oerner. 

"  Think  ye  to  cage   the  eagle  y  cried  the 
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Folkungar.  ^^  Hark  to  the  flap  of  bis 
wings/* 

And  the  Prince  raised  a  bugle  to  his  lips,  and 
blew  his  signal-blast. 

If  those  were  echoes,  they  were  the  loudest 
ever  born  in  mountain  scene  ;  from  every  side 
came  a  responsive  clang — swelled  forth  a  peal- 
ing shout — broke  the  gleam  of  steel.  Like  a 
torrent  the  ambuscade  rushed  through  the 
weak,  thin,  wavering  line  of  soldiery — like  a 
torrent  it  passed  away.  Scarcely  a  sword  was 
drawn — and  before  an  arm  could  smite,  the 
clamours  of  the  phantom -like  rout  were  dying 
and  fainting  in  far  distance  on  the  opposite  side 
of  glen  Oemer.  But  when  the  regal  troops  re- 
covered from  their  panic  the  Folkungar, 
A  If,  and  Agatha   were  gone. 

"  Bravely  done  1'^  cried  Ivar,  "  that  was  like 
the  Folkungar.*' 

Such  was  one  of  those  wild  and  almost  in- 
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credible  escapes,  which  signalised  the  brief 
career  of  the  last  Folkungar  in  Sweden.  Ivar 
cared  not  for  the  loss  of  the  prisoner,  it  even 
aided  his  plans,  and  he  contrived  to  entangle 
and  occupy  the  king  among  the  mountains, 
till  the  certain  news  arrived,  that  Sudermania's 
attack  upon  Stockholm  had  been  successful, 
and  that  the  capital  was  in  a  state  of  defence. 
And  when  at  length  the  tyrant  appeared  before 
its  gates  they  were  closed  against  its  returning 
lord. 

In  this  emergency,  not  being  strong  enough 
to  force  the  entrance  he  demanded,  and 
guided  wholly  by  the  counsels  of  Ivar,  Valde- 
mar  retired  to  the  castle  of  the  latter,  situated 
on  the  borders  of  the  ancient  forest  of  Col- 
morden,  the  old,  dark  boundary  between  the 
Goths  and  Sviar. 

The   deepest  design  induced  the   Earl  to 
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lead  his  monarch  thither.  He  knew^  that  all 
the  tribes  around^  fierce  and  warlike,  were  de- 
voted to  his  own  interest.  He  had  protected  them 
against  the  government^  insured  them  their 
ancient  liberties^  and  felt  he  could  depend 
upon  them.  With  dread  and  misgiving  the 
ill-fated  tyrant  marched  towards  the  fearful 
forest ;  it  seemed  as  though  the  ghosts  of  his 
crimes  haunted  him^  as  though  a  spell 
was  upon  him,  which  destroyed  every  effort  of 
self-action  and  command;  he  found  himself 
counteracted  in  all  his  wishes  by  the  silent, 
mysterious  influence  of  his  vassal.  Did  he 
desire  a  halt,  it  was  Ivar  who  urged  on  the 
speedy  march — did  he  strive  to  quicken  the 
slow  progress  of  the  retreat  with  the  energy 
of  terror,  it  was  Ivar  who  found  reason  for 
delay,  till  the  swift  torrents  of  the  enemy  beat 
upon  their  rear.  If  the  designs  of  the  Earl 
were  sinister,  they  succeeded  fully,  for  with 


254  THE   WOOD     SPIRIT. 

every  hour  the  household  troops  of  the  mo- 
narch diminished^  numbers  deserted  continu- 
ally from  the  ranks  of  the  falling  tyrant,  to 
the  banners  of  his  powerful  brother^  Magnus, 
Duke  of  Sudermania. 

It  seemed  as  though  Yaldemar  was  linked 
by  a  mystic  chain  to  his  evil  demon,  for  such 
was  Ivar  in  this  hour.  At  fall  of  eve  they 
entered  the  dark  and  chilly  skirts  of  the  pri- 
meval forest — and  wound  into  its  sullen  depths. 
The  king  hesitated.  He  was  personally  brave 
in  the  present  danger,  but  he  trembled  before 
approaching  perils.  Weak  and  luxurious  by 
habit^  though  passionate  to  fury,  he  would 
shun  toil  and  travail,  and  sooner  dare  the 
storm  than  labour  to  elude  its  anger — thus  as 
tyrants  ever  are,  his  character  was  replete  with 
inconsistencies.  He  might  have  made  a  good 
man  in  humbler  rank,  but  power  seduced  his 
thoughts  and  corrupted  his  heart,  and    the 
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crimes  of  the  dissolute  King  were  a  theme  of 
execration  in  Sweden. 

The  noble  beheld  him  waver  on  entering  the 
fatal  forest. 

"  Sire  !**  exclaimed  Ivar,  "  this  is  your  only 
safety.  Sweden  rises  in  arms  against  you,  and 
thunders  upon  our  track.  Before,  is  solitude, 
peace  and  liberty.  Here  you  may  tarry, 
guarded  by  faithful  hearts.  Return  but  a  step, 
— you  are  a  captive,  (and—- thus  mortals  play 
with  names,)  a  rebel  to  the  new-crowned  King ! 
Here  you  will  be  still  a  monarch." 

"  Methinks  thou  wilt  be  monarch  here,*' 
mentally  exclaimed  the  helpless  tyrant. 

But  it  was  too  late  to  retract,  and  passively 
resigned  to  his  fate,  he  dived  into  the  gulf- 
like forest. 

As  they  proceeded  through  the  shadowy 
tvilderness,  they  were  met  by  band  after  band 
of  the  rude  peasants  of  Colmorden,  who  with 
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deep    obeisance    to    Ivar,  silently  joined  the 
train. 

After  a  lengthened  march^  the  gloomy  bat- 
tlements of  the  fortress  lowered  through  the 
interminable  labyrinth  of  trees^  cold,  grey  and 
dark,  like  a  giant's  grave.  The  groaning 
portal  opened  and  reclosed  upon  Valdemar, 
and  a  chill  came  over  his  heait  as  he  entered. 
A  deep  foreboding. 

With  a  respect,  that  seemed  a  mockery,  Ivar 
led  the  monarch  to  his  tower.  From  its  bat^ 
tlements  he  could  behold  nought  but  the 
endless  woods  welking  and  waving  like  a 
troubled  sea  beneath  the  breath  of  the  storm — 
his  view  was  only  broken  by  the  turrets  on 
the  outer  walls  of  the  fortress,  where  grim 
sentinels  paced,  with  a  step  as  silent  as  the 
tread  of  a  demon. 

*^  A  strange  castle  is  thine,"  said  the  King 
to  his  vassal.  '^  It  is  like  a  robber-hold.   What 
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a  cheerless  scene  1  And  who  are  these^  thy 
followers.  I  knew  not,  that  such  dominion 
was  owned  by  my  trusty  Ivar.'^ 

^^  A  monarch  often  knows  less  of  his  realm, 
than  any  of  his  subjects,"  muttered  the  noble, 
^^  but  King  Yaldemar  may  perhaps  gain  the 
enviable  information/'  he  continued  with  a 
meaning  smile. 

**  What  dost  thou  advise  me  to  do  ?"  asked 
the  King,  who  feared  to  command  lest  he 
should  be  disobeyed,  and  the  brittle  link  of 
respect,  that  still  swayed  his  presumptuous 
vassal,  be  wholly  cast  aside. 

''  Commend  thyself  to  God,  and  be  resigned 
unto  thy  fate,^'  and  the  huge  portal  closed 
behind  the  departing  Earl. 

Night  fell  around  the  castle,  and  the  many 
tones  of  the  forest  came  up  with  melancholy 
murmur.  The  nightbirds  shrieked  upon 
the  leafless  boughs,  invisible,   as  though   the 
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trees  had  voices^  and  sudden  gusts  of  snow 
whirled  through  the  air^  like  spirits  rushing  to 
a  midnight  revel.  The  wind  wailed  at  the 
casement^  in  low^  plaintive  cry,  like  a  beaten 
hound ;  fur  a  moment  a  star  peeped  forth  like 
the  eye  of  an  angel^  and  then  vanished  amid 
the  rain^  as  though  dimmed  by  tears. 

The  King  was  still  in  his  chamber.  He 
beheld  Ivar  on  the  walls^  sweeping  past  the 
window  of  his  tower  with  following  train  upon 
his  nightly  rounds. 

The  King  paced  his  chamber  hurriedly. 
It  was  lightless^  as  were  his  thoughts. 
Few  hopes  lit  the  darkness  of  his  future. 
He  felt  lonely  and  bowed  down. 

"Will  none  come  nigh,"  he  cried  aloud. 
"Will  none  seek  me  here?  What  awaits 
me?" 

"  Fate!"  answered  a  voice,  and  raising  his 
eyes,  he  beheld  a  spectre-like  figure  outside 
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^Le  casement.    It  had  been    watching    him 
intently. 

**  Who  art  thou  ?**  cried  Valdemar. 

*^The  evil  spirit  ofthy  destiny/*  replied  the 
£gure. 

**  Then  I  care  not  for  thee.  Thou  canst 
^vrork  me  no  greater  harm.  It  is  mortals 
^lone  I  fear/' 

•'  I  am  both." 

*^  Both  y 

"Yea!  I  am  ZinhlaJ" 

"  God  of  heaven !  And  how  comest  thou 
lere  !" 

**  I  have  been  here  long  —  very  long, 
waiting  for  Valdemar.  Aye  !  ever  since  I  left 
lus  court.'* 

"  I  thought  thee  dead." 

"  /  was !  dead  to  the  world,  but  still  alive 
for  thee,  Valdemar!  My  own  Valdemar!  I 
could  not  part  from  thee!" 
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There   was  a   deep   irony^   a   fearful  mean- 
ing in  the  tone. 

^^What?  art   thou    mine    still?''  cried    the 
captive  King. 

"  Aye  !  and  thou  art  mine  f* 

"Then  can  I  trust  thee?*' 

"Oh!  fully,   wholly/' 

"  Beloved  Zinkla !  Tell  me  then,  is  danger 
approaching  ?" 

"  No,  it  is  at  hand !" 

"  Oh !    then    save     me,     Zinkla !     dearest 
Zinkla!  my  first,  my  only  love/' 

"  Valdemar  !'* 

"  That  name  on  thy  lips,  brings  back 
youth,  and  love  and  liberty.  My  Zinkla! 
Listen  to  me.  Thine  shall  be  the  loftiest 
lot  in  Sweden !  For  thee,  Eric's  proud 
daughter " 

"  Still !  Thou  didst  promise  once  before. 
Wilt  thou  hold  ? " 


THE   WOOD     SPIRIT.  261 

"I  swear!** 

^  Swear  it  by  thy  hour  of  death/* 

**  I  swear." 

^*  Hien  thou  art  mine !  mine  was  thy  first 
^ow,  Valdemar !  mine  thy  last  !** 

'"  My  last  ?" 

'^  Even  so !  Thou  are  past  salvation  in  this 
"vorld,  or  the  next.'* 

**  Dost  thou  say  so  ?  Dost  thou  not  love  me  ?** 

A  moonbeam  fell  across  the  face  of  Zinkla^ 
and  shone  into  her  eyes.  That  pale  woman 
stood,  in  the  loveliness  of  a  spirit  shrined  in 
light.  She  gazed  and  smiled  on  Valdemar. — 
She  was  the  cynosure  of  beauty,  the  very  in- 
carnation of  love.  The  passions  awoke  in 
the  heart  of  the  King,  but  the  iron  bars  part- 
ed him  from  the  sister  of  Ivar. — At  her  sight, 
slumbering  recollections  arose  from  the  tomb 
of  thought,  and  past  joys  glided  spectre-like 
before  him — ^but  distorted  from  their  pristine 
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brightness^  even  as  the  beautiful  dead,  grow 
ghastly  in  the  grave ! 

Well  did  Zinkla  thus  wreak  a  moment 
of  deep,  torturing  revenge  on  her  betrayer. — 
Well  did  every  smile  from  those  lovely  lips, 
sink  with  an  agony  into  his  heart. 

But  as  syren-like  she  glanced  through  the 
grating,  the  King  beheld  in  her  not  his  evil 
genius,  but  a  spirit  of  beauty. 

As  her  words  echoed  on  his  ear,  he  could 
not  forbear  exclaiming : — '^  Lovely  apparition  ! 
Thou  canst  not  be  my  evil  genius  I" 

"I  am  thy  destiny. — The  spirit  of  thy  death.^ 

*^  Then  hast  thou  assumed  the  fairest  form^ 
that  mortal  e^er  fed  on.'^ 

^^  Oh  1  Ficklo  King !  Dost  thou  really  love 
me?'^  sighed  Zinkla  with  relenting  tone. 
The  flood  of  passion  was  ebbing  in  her  gentle 
heart. 

«  Canst  thou  ask  ?" 
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My  own  Valdemar ! — But  alas  ! — thou 
wilt  hate  me  soon  agam^  and  wish  to  spurn 
me  from  thee/' 

«•  Never  V 

'^  Listen.  Irar  was  thy  deadly  enemy,  from 
the  day  thou  didst  first  betray  me ! — ^From  that 
moment,  in  silent  hate^  the  first  link  of  the 
chain  was  formed,  that  has  dragged  thee 
hither.  He  has  wrought  this  thy  fate. — He 
has  lured  thee  on. — He  gave  thee  thy  crown — 
and  takes  it  away,  and  places  it  on  the  brow  of 
Sudermania. — He  will  torture  thee  with  a  fear- 
ful death — ^he  will  gloat  upon  thy  pangs  and 
hangover  thy  agonies,  but  another  will  be  nigh 
him — another  was  the  spirit  of  his  actions — ano- 
ther prompted  him  and  sustained  him — another 
silently  tore  the  crown  firom  thy  brow,  and  fills 
the  chamber  of  Valdemar  as  with  a  curse.  Yet 
she  is  lovely,  like  the  spirit  of  beauty — she  is 
beloved,  and  Valdemar  has  sworn  to  her  eternal 
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affection.     He  must  be  constantj  for  he  CKaxnoit^^ 
fly  her  embraces.    Even  now  I  behold  her  bj 
thee." 

^^Who?    Where  ?** 

<^  Her  shadow  falls  on  thee  now.  It  is 
Zinkla  !  dost  not  love  ? — Is  she  not  beau- 
tiful?'* 

'^  Fiend  !— I  am  lost !'» 

Valdemar  rushed  to  the  grating — but  she 
was  gone !  He  still  beheld  her  lengthened 
shadow^  and  the  moment  after,  the  solitary 
form  of  Ivar  hurried  past  the  casement. 

In  utter  despondency  the  once  so  haughty 
King  staggered  back  into  his  prison  dwell- 
ing. 

"Doomed!  doomed  !*'  he  cried.     And  the 
visions  of  his  crimes  seemed  to  assume  a  shape, 
and  throng  thick  and  ghastly  around  him. 
Let  me  know  my  fate,"  he  exclaimed  with 
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an  energy  given  by  a  danger  we    know   no 
power  can  avoid  or  delay. 

He  rushed  from  his  chamber^  and  passed  on 
to  the  next.  It  was  dark  and  gloomy  as  the 
one  he  had  left.  Another  opened  beyond.  Ad- 
vancing to  the  massive  portal,  that  rose  at 
the  further  end,  he  thundered  at  the  pon- 
derous bolt.  It  yielded  not. 
^<  Then  it  is  true  I  am  a  prisoner  !'' 
As  the  King  paused,  overwhelmed  with 
dread  forebodings,  approaching  steps  were 
heard,  the  portal  opened,  and  Ivar  stood 
before  his  fallen  lord.  Dreadful  thoughts 
raged  in  the  breast  of  the  Earl.  All  his  hopes 
had  been  blasted,  his  feelings  seared,  by  the 
man,  who  now  cowered  before  him.  Through 
him  had  Zinkla — the  flower  of  his  home,  been 
blighted — through  him  had  he  lost  Agatha,  the 
girl  of  his  love.  She  formed  the  only  bright  hope 
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of  his  existence^  the  only  gentler  passion,  and 
that  was  now  crushed  for  eyer.  All  his  aspira- 
tions were  now  proud,  dark  and  fearful ; — his 
heart  was  severed  from  every  tie  that  could 
link  it  to  the  world — and  Zinkla,  the  last, 
broken  blossom  of  his  affections,  he  was  forced 
to  nurse  in  solitude  and  sorrow.  It  is  out  4>f 
such  men  that  providence  will  sometimes 
mould  mighty  engines  to  achieve  vast  ends ; 
(happy  were  it,  if  the  instrument  of  her  decrees 
always  possessed  so  noble  a  heart !)  he  was  one 
of  those,  who  will  give  the  impulse  to  a  nation, 
when  in  troubled  times  it  throws  its  destiny 
into  the  keeping  of  one  master-spirit. 

The  monarch  felt  abashed  before  the  mighty 
presence  of  his  vassal — but  the  innate  pride 
of  his  nature  came  to  his  aid,  the  lurking 
nobleness,  that  still  lived  within  him,  and  he 
looked  the  King  as  he  confronted  the  rebellious 
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Earl.  The  passionate  anger  of  bis  heart  burst 
fortb^  and  the  loud  wrath  of  Yaldemar^  bis 
kindling  glance  and  stormj  manner^  formed 
strange  contrast  to  the  measured  words  and 
calm  bearing  of  the  lordly  noble. 

^'  Tmtor !  thou  art  in  league  with  my 
brother.  No  doubt  a  hired  assassin,  and  fitting 
instrument." 

^^  Thy  brother  1 — I  raise  not  an  arm  for 
80  unnatural  a  foe.  Thou  knowest  not 
Ivar !" 

*^  What,  art  thou  a  double  traitor,  nay  a  triple 
one  ?  To  whom  art  thou  true — if  not  to 
my  brother,  to  the  Folkungar,  nor  to  thy 
King  ?** 

"  To  my^e^ /— the  dreadful  hour  is  come. 
Tyrant  of  Sweden,  thou  art  my  captive — ^more ! 
thou  art  my  victim  !  The  victim  I  immolate  to 
my  revenge. — Zinkla  !** 

N  3 
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The  lovely  girl  entered  at  the  call^  but  no 
longer  pale.  There  was  a  flush  upon  her  cheek 
and  a  fire  in  her  eye.  Never  had  she  appeared 
more  beautiful. 

Ivar  flung  his  strong  arm  around  her^  with 
more  than  a  lover's  ardour. 

«^  Valdemar  !*'  he  thundered.  "  Behold  the 
spirit  of  thy  death  !  Now  Zinkla  !  thy  revenge 
is  come.  My  pledge  is  fulfilled^  the  dreadful 
hour^  to  which  my  life  has  been  devoted^  is 
at  hand.  Joy !  Triumph !  Zinkla^  it  is 
thine  V' 

« I  resign  it  to  God  !'" 

«  Resign  it  ?  how  ?" 

*'  Live  Valdemar  ! — Oh  !  strengthen  mc. 
Almighty  God  !  This  is  indeed  a  dreadful  hour. 
It  is  an  hour  of  trial — Ivar  !  Like  thee  have 
I  lived  for  this  hour  alone.  Even  as  thine,  it 
has  haunted  my  dreams^  till  it  stood  before  me, 
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clothed  in  a  ghastly  joy.  The  loud  summons 
of  vengeance  called  for  this  hour  in  a  thunder-* 
tone — but  now^  that  it  is  here,  there  is  a  soft, 
low  voice  within  me,  that  says  :  Forbear  I 
The  mighty  deed  is  too  horrid  for  me  to  com- 
pass in  reality,  and  after  ages  would  curse  the 
name  of  Ivar  and  his  regicide,  sister/' 

^'  Zinkla,  thou  ravest !  To  the  dust  with  the 
tyrant !''  and  the  Earl  lifted  his  arm. 

*^  Forbear  ! — ^Valdemar !  Learn  thy  triumph. 
I  love  thee  still.  Brother  !  ere  thou  smite  him, 
thy  sword  must  pass  through  me.  I-^for 
whom  thou  hast  garnered  up  thy  revenge,  I, 
thy  sister,  bid  thee  forbear." 

All  this  time  the  unfortunate  but  culpable 
King  had  stood  proudly  and  calmly,  gazing  upon 
Ivar  and  Zinkla.  No  fear  was  discernible  in 
his  bearing,  his  glance  partook  more  of  defiance, 
than  of  terror.  He  had  never  proved  himself 
so  kingly,  as  in  that  hour. 
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With  uplifted  arm  and  burning  eye  the  Karl 
towered  in  the  act  to  slay — fury  compressed  his 
lip,  and  knit  his  brow^  but  the  melancholy  gaze 
of  Zinkla  fixed  upon  him^  fettered  him  as  with 
a  spell;  and  her  musical  voice  lulled  his  anger^ 
as  the  soft  dewy  breath  of  evening  quenches 
the  fierce  fires  of  the  westward  sun. 

^*  Come  hither !  Ivar/'  exclaimed  the  lovely 
girl.    ^'  Valdemar  has  injured  me.'' 

Dark  grew  the  brow  of  the  Earl. 

^'  I  love  him^  and  I  forgive  him/'  she  con- 
tinued. "  1  knew  myself  not.  The  fiery  blood 
of  our  line  flowed  hot  within  me.  I  thought  i 
was  formed  for  the  dreadful  vengeance.  I 
erred — revenge  is  not  for  us.  I/ar  leave  it  to 
God — thou  hast  had  thy  triumph.  The 
mighty  King  is  a  captive  and  a  supplicant  at 
thy  feet.  Now  leave  me  mine^  and  let  me 
loosen  his  fetters,  and  restore  to  him  his  lost 
command.'^ 
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l^ere  was  a  mighty  struggle  ia  the  breast  of 

e  chief. 

"  Lord  Ivar  1**  exclaimed  the  monarch. 
*^  Adversity  is  the  school  for  Kings.  I  ask  thee 
x^ot  for  life.  Take  it  or  give  it  at  thy  will  ;  but 
t:lius  much  I  pledge^  Swedea  shall  find  another 
lord  in  Valdemar,  and  Z!inkla — a  husband,  if 
be  regains  his  crown." 

"  Hush  !  hush  !*^  murmored  the  sister  of 
Ivar,  '^  ere  a  sign  shall  have  faded  from  the 
QTch  of  heaven,  I  shall  be  wedded  to  its  God.'' 

Ivar  gazed  on  his  captive  monarch,  and  then 
upon  his  sister. 

^*  Kneel  at  my  feet  and  thou  art  free." 

**  Give  me  my  death!"  cried  Valdemar. 
**  The  son  of  Birger  kneels  not  to  his 
vassal." 

•^  Ha  !"  breathed  the  Earl.  ''  Thou  may'st 
make  a  noble  monarch  yet.  Kneel  to  my 
sister.  King,  and  thou  art  free." 
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'^  As  to  an  angel !"  and  the  King  sank  at 
the  feet  of  Zinkla. 

Ivar  gazed  long  and  silently  upon  them,  then, 
in  a  subdued  voice^  exclaimed : 

"  King  of  Sweden — your  troops  await  you 
at  the  gates  of  Stockholm.^' 
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CHAPTER  XIX, 


"Xhere  was-  a  commotion  in  Stockholm^  sel- 
dom witnessed    within    its    walls.      Magnus, 
X)uke  of  Sudermania,   had    possessed  himself 
of  the  capital  and  fortified   it,  and    as    King 
Valdemar  approached  the    northern   gate,   he 
beheld  the  banner  of  his  rival  brother    float- 
ing over  his  own  proud  palace. 

But  not  the  regal  powers  alone  threatened 

the  city — the  gallant  host  of  the  Folkungar  was 

N  3 
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advancing,  \rhilst  within,  the  third  competitor 
for  the  crown,  dwelt  with  uncertain  sway,  and 
the  unruly  citizens,  unknowing  which  to  favor, 
burst  forth  in  sudden  commotions  like  some 
half  tamed  monster,  that  among  the  dissensions 
of  its  masters  seeks  chance  of  lawless  liberty. 

Bravely  did  King  Valdemar  struggle  for  his 
crown,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  proved 
himself  the  warrior,  and  was  more  kingly  in 
his  fall,  than  in  the  height  of  his  prosperity. 

The  voice  of  the  nation  had  called  for  a  diet, 
which  should  decide  the  claims  of  the  rival 
competitors.  Sudermania  had  been  the  chief 
instigator  of  this  measure,  and  the  Folkungar 
acceded  from  a  spirit  of  nobleness,  which 
prompted  him  to  owe  his  crown  to  the  free 
suffrage  of  the  people  rather  than  to  the  force 
of  arms. 

Valdemar  dreaded  the  result,  for  he  knew 
that  cabal  had  been  active  against  him,  but  the 
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powerB  were  too  unequal^  he  was  forced  to  ac- 
cede»  Resigned  to  his  fate^  he  beheld  but  the 
portal  to  his  dungeon  in  the  gothic  halls  of  the 
council-seat* 

The  bright  sun  shone  clear  in  a  frosty  sky, 
and  diamonded  the  spires  of  Stockholm,  casting 
a  jocund  beam  on  the  venerable  Senate-house, 
that  for  once  divested  of  its  gloom,  reared  its 
bold  masses  in  gothic  grandeur  against  the 
cloudless  blue.  Beneath  the  portals  and  arches 
of  the  vast  edifice  a  human  tide  welked  to  and 
fro,  while  the  morning  light  fell  flauntily  upon 
bright  hauberk  and  dazzling  mail,  and  the 
varied  array  of  thronging  citizens. 

It  was  a  gay  and  stirring  scene,  but  within 
those  ancient  walls  was  a  nation's  fate,  for  the 
crown  of  Sweden  was  at  issue.  The  diet  had 
been  convened  and  now  sat  in  the  Council- 
house,  and  on  the  faith  of  treaty.  King  Yalde- 
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mar  and  the  Folkungar  had  entered  the  capital 
in  peaceful  guise^  to  await  the  fiat  of  the  deba- 
ting Senators.  Their  armies  were  encamped 
without ;  even  the  troops  of  Duke  Magnus  had 
lefl  the  city,  to  give  no  pretext  for  delay, 
and  force  was  apparently  banished,  and  without 
influence  on  the  enactments  of  legislative  wis- 
dom. Whatever  might  be  the  result,  free 
egress  was  guaranteed  to  the  King  and  the 
exiled  Prince,  and  the  latter  at  least  obeyed 
the  call  of  the  people,  and  the  invitation  of 
Sudermania  without  misgiving  or  fear. 

A  deep  murmur  ran  along  the  crowd,  but 
it  was  hushed  as  trumpets  clanged  from  the 
palace,  and  Duke  Magnus  with  a  mighty 
train  proceeded  to  the  diet.  He  was  joined 
almost  at  the  portal  by  King  Valdemar.  The 
brothers  scowled  upon  each  other  with  a  look 
of  deadly  hatred  ;  the  latter  made  a  motion 
towards  his  sword,  and  glanced  at  his  following 
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train,  but  the  Duke,  \(^ith  a  bitter  look^  with- 
drew beneath  the  gloomy  arch. 

"  Pass  on,  Valdemar,  whilom  King  of  Swe- 
den/' cried  the  herald,  and  the  dethroned 
monarch,  kindling  with  indignation,  ascended 
the  steps  at  the  stem  mandate  of  the  sovereign 
people. 

Duke  Magnus  entered  the  hall  with  a 
triumphant  brow,  for  he  beheld  himself  about 
to  reap  the  golden  harvest  of  his  intrigues.  He 
was  followed  by  the  King,  but  either  were  now 
almost  unattended,  w*hile  the  few  guards  that 
had  accompanied  them  through  the  gates  of 
Stockholm  stationed  themselves  at  the  separate 
portals  of  the  building.  Last  of  all  and  alone 
the  Folkungar  appeared,  and  as  he  strode  into 
the  council-hall,  the  assembled  Senate  acknow- 
ledged with  a  sudden  silence  the  presence  of 
the  hero.  But  while  within,  the  destiny  of  a 
nation  was  being  weighed,  without,  around  the 
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closed  portals  was  gathered  the  power^  that 
forms  empires  and  destroy  them. 

In  the  hall  were  the  rival  princes  and  the  de- 
bating Senate  ;  at  the  entrance  were  crowded 
the  armed  leaders  of  the  various  forces,  beyond, 
on  all  sides  to  the  gates  of  the  city,  the  warlike 
citizens  were  thronged  thousand  deep ;  and 
without  the  walls  were  massed  the  hostile 
armies  spreading  over  the  surrounding  hills. 

The  centre  point  of  all  these  fearful  cirdes, 
the  venerable  Senate-house,  piled  in  gloomy 
grandeur  towered  in  silence,  save  when  the 
far-distant  clamours  of  the  hill-ward  camps,  or 
the  nearer  clash  of  the  royal  guards,  like  an 
echo  of  the  former,  reverberated  in  those 
arches,  that  should  but  answer  to  the  vows  of 
kings. 

"  Are  you  sure,  that  we  are  safe,**  said 
Sudermania  to  the  Senator  who  stood  by  bis 
side,  in  the  embrasure  of  a  lofty  window  in  the 
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oouncil-hall.  ^  Think  ye  our  plan  sure  of 
success?'^ 

^  I  would  not  give  much  for  our  safety^*'  was 
the  reply^  <^were  it  not  ensured  by  fear^ 
and  gold/^ 

^^  But  see !"  resumed  the  Prince,  looking 
down  upon  the  densely  crowded  square,  ^^  the 
piards  of  Valdemar,  hold  two  of  the  portals." 

^  It  is  true,  but  large  forces  have  not  been 
permitted  to  enter,  and  if  you  look  yonder,  you 
will  see  the  Senate-guards  ranged  thick  beyond, 
and  they  are  ours." 

**  I  would  not  answer  for  their  fidelity  ;  the 
less,  when  I  look  further,  upon  yonder  hills, 
without  the  walls  of  Stockholm.'^ 

"  There  are  storm-clouds  upon  them.  What 
matters  that?" 

^' Those  clouds  are  camps  and  armies,  and 
they  may  burst  upon  Stockholm.  But  some 
of  them    obey    my  guidance,   and  they  will 
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soon  be  here.  Lanhyold  will  bring  my 
troops  secretly  into  the  city.  Already  they 
must  be  stealing  on^  a  silent  stream  carrying 
fate  in  its  course." 

^^  Yaldemar  has  still  many  friends,  and  it  is  a 
dangerous  measure  to  dethrone  him.  The 
people  are  with  him." 

<^  Yea !  But  not  the  senate  !" 

'*No  ;*'  replied  the  senator,  ^^  nor  were  it  meet 
Does  he  not  deserve  to  lose  his  crown,  for 
treating  the  nobles  thus  ?  Debasing  them  to 
a  level  with  the  low-born  mob?  Invading  their 
rights — and  humbling  them  before  their  serfs? 
He  must  fall ! — And  Ivar,  his  presumptuous 
favorite  with  him. — Yet  methought  he  was  with 
thee." 

"  He  only  played  a  part ;  and  has  deserted 
me.  He  permitted  Valdemar  to  escape,  and 
he  must  perish.  But  hush !  The  senators 
assemble." 
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A  commotion  arose  in  the  hall.  The  nobles 
took  their  seats,  and  the  three  competitors 
for  the  crown  advanced  to  assert  their  rights. 

A  frown  of  ill-disguised  indignation  sat  on 
the  brow  of  Yaldemar^  whose  proud  spirit 
could  little  brook  to  stand  question  from  his 
vassals,  whilst  the  wily  Duke  of  Sudermania^ 
whose  base  nature  could  submit  to  stoop^  in 
bland,  insinuating  address^  sued  to  those  self- 
constituted  judges,  whom  his  gold  and  his 
promises  had  already  bought. 

King  Yaldemar  spoke  in  the  haughty  tone  of 
menace,  and  seemed  more  to  be  issuing  man- 
elates,  than  demanding  justice.  Scarcely  a 
yroice  declared  for  him,  and  those  few,  that 
rose  in  his  favour,  were  almost  instantly  silen- 
ced by  the  clamours  of  the  opposite  party,  or 
intimidated  by  the  threats  of  the  armed 
senators. 
The  Folkungar  asserted  his  claim  in  a  proud 
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and  calm   appeal,  and  some,  though  few,  re- 
sponded with  enthusiasm  to  his  call. 

The  claimants  ceased,  and  the  nobles  retired 
to  deliberate ;  the  Princes,  surrounded  by  the 
trains  that  had  accompanied  them,  each  with- 
drew to  a  separate  hall,  watched  by  the  silent 
and  sullen  Senate-guards. 

From  the  casement  of  the  lofty  window, 
Yaldemar  beheld  Stockholm  at  his  feet,  and 
his  own  palace,  surmounted  by  his  brothei^^s 
standard,  rising  opposite  as  in  bitter  mockery. 

The  countless  multitude  spread  in  the  city 
beneath,  hushed  in  expectation  of  the  senate's 
fiat,  but  the  king  could  behold  emissaries  busy 
among  them.  They  massed  together  in  groups, 
and  ominous  whispers  ran  from  mouth  to 
mouth,  till  the  sound  deepened  to  a  murmur. 

Some  outburst  of  popular  feeling  was  at 
hand,  but  for  whom  it  would  declare,  none 
could  know. 
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Sudermania  perceived  it  likewise^  and  trem- 
bled as  he  beheld.  Lanhyold  entered  breath- 
less. 

«  What  news,  Lanhyold  V' 

^  Ivar  is  a  traitor.  He  is  inciting  the  people 
against  us.     I  fear  we  shaU  not  succeed.^' 

**  Idle  fears ! — ^Is  not  the  senate  with  us. 
Are  my  troops  not  entering  secretly  ?^^ 

"  Nay !  I  come  but  even  now  from  the 
camp.  It  was  with  difficulty  I  alone  contrived 
to  enter,  for  the  citizens  have  possessed  them- 
■elves-of  the  gates,  and  will  not  allow  a  single 
soldier  passage.^* 

-   ^*  Then  let  them  force  it  !*'  exclaimed  Duke 
Magnus  in  apprehension. 

'*  I  fear  it  were  vain  to  try,  and  would  but 
exasperate  the  more.  They  say  Ivar  is  in  the 
city,  and  is  winning  all  over  for  Valdemar  P' 
replied  Lanhyold.  ^^But  I  vow  the  traitor 
shall  not  escape  me  !" 
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At  this  moment  Sudermania  was  called 
away^  and  soon  after  the  princes  were  all 
summoned  to  the  Senate-hall^  to  receive  the 
fiat  of  their  destiny.  But  the  Duke  entered 
ivith  the  regal  crown»  and  the  traitor's  guards 
closed  around  the  captive  Yaldemar  ! 

^'  All  hail  to  Magnus !  King  of  Sweden,'^ 
shouted  the  Senators  as  with  one  voice  ;  and 
amid  the  clamours,  the  decree  could  scarcely 
be  heard^  which  sentenced  Yaldemar  to  per« 
petual  confinement  in  a  mountain  fortress,  and 
doomed  the  Folkungar  to  death  as  a  rebel  and 
an  enemy  ! 

The  King  was  silent  with  astonishment  and 
indignation^  but  the  voice  of  the  Folkungar 
thundered  forth  his  stern  reproof. 

**  Is  it  even  so  ?  we  came  hither  on  the  faith 
of  treaty.  Is  it  thus,  that  Sweden  holds  its 
word  ?  Are  there  none,  who  will  assert  the 
cause  of  honour,  and  their  ancient  monarchs  ? 
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Oh !  Swedea !  Sweden !  how  art  thou 
fallen !  But  the  Folkungar  dies  not  by  the 
hangman's  hand/'  cried  the  hero,  as  his  flash- 
ing sword  cleared  a  space  around. 

'^The  Folkungar!''  he  shouted,  and  the  scanty 
train,  that  had  accompanied  him,  but  had  been 
left  in  the  outer  courts,  ru&hed  in  to  his  aid. 

King  Valdemar  in  passive  scorn  had  suffered 
himself  to  be  taken. 

The  deed  seemed  completed,  the  monarch 
dethroned  and  captive,  the  hero  being  murder- 
ed, when  a  burst  of  voices  in  such  startling 
thunder  rang  without,  that  it  forced  a  momen- 
tary silence  on  the  awed  assembly. 

"  What  sound  is  that  ?'*  exclaimed  Suder- 
mania  in  consternation. 

"  They  cry,  hail  !'^  replied  Lanhyold. 

"  But  whom  ? — Is  it  for  me  ? — Hark  !  List ! 
All  hail— ^' 

"  King  Valdemar  !" 
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^<  The  traitors  \"  cried  the  monarch  of  an 
hour.  ^^  Then  I  am  lost,  and  Valdemar  tri- 
umphs !" 

^'  That  he  shall  not  if  this  arm  have  strength,'' 
thundered  Lanhyold,  and  rushed  upon  the 
fettered  King — but  at  the  instant  so  dread  a 
clamour  smote  his  ear,  that  involuntarily  he 
paused  aghast. 

Amid  the  crash  of  falling  portals,  a  deep, 
heavy  sound  came  booming  on  like  a  sweeping 
surge,  and  bearing  all  before  it,  the  impetuous 
populace  burst  into  the  Senate-hall. 

"  All  hail !  King  Valdemar  !  The  people's 
King  !'^  arose  their  thunder-shout,  and  ere  the 
arm  of  Lanhyold  could  smite,  the  living  wave 
had  rushed  between  him  and  his  victim,  and 
Ivar  was  by  the  side  of  his  indignant  liege. 

*^  What  ?  would  ye  fix  this  blot  upon  our 
country^s  name  ? — Base  nobles !    If  honour  is 
dead   in  you,  it    still  lives   in    the    Swedish, 
people." 
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As  Ivar  spoke,  Lanhyold,  heading  a  body  df 
rebels  who  saw  nothiug  but  destruction  in  the 
success  of  Yaldemar^  rushed  upon  the  King 
and  the  Earl. 

A  fierce  struggle  ensued^  but  the  arm  of  the 
Folkungar  swept  the  assassins  from  his  path, 
and  ere  long  the  numbers  of  the  infuriated 
populace  gained  the  victory. — During  the  con- 
test, Ivar  had  stood  passive  in  the  thick  of  the 
storm,  with  sheathed  sword  and  unraised  arm, 
towering  like  some  presiding  spirit. 


The  strife  was  over — the  rebels  were  cap- 
tive, and  Sudermania,  like  a  dastard  heart, 
cowered  trembling  and  abashed  before  his 
conquerors. 

"  Thanks  and  praise  un^to   Almighty  God  ! 
Sweden   has  been   spared  a  crime   this   day. 
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My  liege  V  exclaimed  Lord  Ivar — **  the  traitors 
have  not  hurt  thee  ?'^ 

"  Traitors  ?"  cried  Lanhyold.  **  And  what 
art  thou  ? — Art  thou  not  a  traitor  to  us — to 
thy  revenge — to  thy  sister  ?*' 

'^  Silence^  Lanhyold !  and  mention  not  her 
name.  It  is  none  other^s  but  mine  to  avenge 
her^  and  she  has  forgiven^  what  thou  canst  not 
do ! — But  private  wrongs  must  be  silent  before 
the  voice  of  our  country.  Swedes  here  assem- 
bled !  Our  duty  is  to  nominate  a  King,  or 
thus  to  arbitrate  between  the  contending 
powers,  as  shall  in  future  prevent  such  unholy 
strife." 

*«  Hail  !  Hail!  King  Valdemar!"  shouted 
the  rabble  multitude,  and  like  a  sullen  echo 
fell  the  faint  and  forced  acclaim  of  the  trem- 
bling senators. 

*^  It  is  well  V^  responded  the  Earl,  "  but 
many   present   are  forced  by  fear.     I  know  it. 
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Many  a  heart  inclines  to  Magnus^  and  the  seed 
of  dissension  would  be  sown  anew  this  day. 
Enforce  silence !  Let  the  senate  weigh  well 
the  rival  claims,  and  then  decide.'^ 

As  at  the  bidding  of  a  God,  the  vast  assem- 
bly was  swayed  by  the  words  of  the  Earl. 

Valdemar  turned  to  his  protector. 

^*  Thanks !  thanks !  my  trusty  Ivar  for  this 
aid.  Come,  my  friend !  Let  me  embrace  thee  ! 
Make  me  but  lord  in  Sweden,  and  my  grati- 
tude shall  repay  thee  well  !'^ 

The  Earl  drew  back  with  a  deadly  frown. 

^*  Not  so,  Valdemar.  I  clasp  not  hands 
with  thee  !  Believe  not,  that  for  one  moment 
the  deep  hatred  1  bear  thee  has  been  dead.  I 
came  but  here  to  spare  Sweden  a  crime,  and 
md  this  unnatural  discord.  And  listen !  that 
•hou  mayest  learn  to  pray  unto  the  angel  thou 
last  wronged,  as  to  a  deity,  my  sister  bade  me 
ave  thee  from  destruction.    Back,  miscreant ! 

VOL.   I.  o 
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Touch  me  not^  lest  my  hatred  should  master 
my  resolve/' 

Abashed;  the  monarch  "withdrew  before  the 
reproof  of  his  noble  vassal. 

A  murmur  arose  in  the  hall,  and  loudened 
into  clamour  ;  but  after  a  time,  the  wishes  of 
the  diet  became  manifest.  The  parties  of 
Yaldemar  and  Magnus,  now  that  intimidation 
supported  the  latter  no  longer,  were  almost 
equally  balanced,  as  Ivar  had  foreseen,  who 
advancing  into  the  centre  of  the  assembly, 
proposed  the  division  of  Sweden  between  the 
rival  brothers. 

An  unanimous  acclaim  ratified  the  words, 
and  the  memorable  act  took  place.  But  the 
grasping  spirit  of  Sudermania,  dissatisfied  with 
the  portion  allotted  to  his  sway,  protested 
against  the  inequality  of  the  division,  when 
Benvit,  the  young  Duke  of  Finland  arose  with 
the  words : 
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^^  If  lack  of  land  cause  strife  between  my 
brothers,  there  shall  be  peace.  I  resign  my 
sovereignty  to  the  diet.'' 

This  generous  act  re-kindled  the  spark  of 
kindly  feeling,  and  the  deed  was  ratified,  which 
gave  to  Valdemar  Smaland  and  either  Goth- 
land, and  assigned  the  rest  of  Sweden  to  his 
ambitious  brother.  The  great  task  of  Ivar 
was  accomplished. 

Scarcely  had  it  been  thus  decreed,  when 
martial  music  was  heard  without,  advancing 
upon  the  Senate-house— the  trumpet's  tone  of 
fire  clanged  a  loud  summons  from  below,  and 
Alf,  Lord  of  Fiorresborg  rushing  into  the  hall, 
addressed  the  Folkungar^  who  had  stood  all 
the  while  silent,  resting  on  his  sword,  watch- 
ing the  scene. 

**  Triumph  !  my  Prince  ! — Our  troops  hear- 
ing of  the  danger  that  threatened  thy  person, 
have  forced  the  southern  gate,  and  are  advanc- 
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ing  hither  to  liberate  their  leaden  Give  but 
the  word^  Karl  Folkungar,  they  will  seize  thine 
enemies,  and  thou  art  King  of  Sweden. — Head 
them !— Hark !  —They  come  !" 

^^  Tell  them  I  will  join  them,  but  bid  them 
stay  their  march.  My  country  now  has  peace, 
and  it  shall  not  be  broken,  nor  will  I  be  less 
generous,  than  the  Puke  of  Finland.  Sweden 
remembers  the  Folkungar  no  more,  and  their 
son  will  not  force  himself  on  an  ungrateful 
nation.  All  hail!  Valdemar  and  Magnus, 
elective  Kings  of  Sweden  !^' 

With  a  proud  and  sorrowing  glance  the  hero 
left  the  hushed  assembly — and  slowly  the 
martial  music  of  his  retiring  march  died  in  the 
distant  streets. 

The  Folkungar  was  seen  no  more  in  Sweden 
and  Alf  with  the  lovely  Agatha  fled  from  th 
land,  where  he  was  no  longer  safe,  and  sough 
a  refuge  on  the  shores  of  Jutland*    There,  un- 
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^er  the  name  of  Edric,  he  died^  as  has  been 
"Telated^  at  the  commencement  of  the  struggle 
T>etween  Altren  and  Lyndarn^  and  the  fair 
Xadj  of  Fiorresborg,  was  now  a  captive  of  the 
latter. 

When  the  deed  was  ratified^  and  the  exiled 
Prince  had  left  the  hall^  Ivar  leaning  on  his 
attendants  proceeded  to  the  casement.  The 
crowd  separated^  the  brother  kings  in  the 
semblance  of  friendship  departed  together^  the 
evening  sun  gleamed  coldly  on  the  spires  of 
Stockholm  and  the  distant  banners  of  the  re- 
tiring Folkungar^  and  already  the  lights  began 
to  flash  in  the  windows  of  the  regal  palace^  as 
its  halls  were  illumined  for  the  commemorative 
festival  of  peace. 

Ivar  gazed  on  the  scene  with  a  fixed  and 
gloomy  brow^  and  turning  to  his  attendants, 
who  then  first  remarked  the  mortal  wound   he 
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bad  received  from  the  hand  of  Lanhyold^  ad- 
dressed them  in  a  breaking  voice. 

"  Friends/^  be  exclaimed  with  8  half  scorn- 
ful smile,  Tvbich  still  shewed  the  proud  nature 
of  that  master  spirit,  "  conceal  my  death  !  For 
if  tliey  knew  it, these  multitudes,  that  have  now 
united  and  quailed  before  one  man,  might  feel  the 
mighty  power  they  possess,  and  crush  the 
work  of  peace/* 

The  Earl  leaned  against  a  column,  and  viewed 
the  fading  pageant.  It  was  a  triumphant  mo- 
ment for  that  unbending  spirit,  but  the  passing 
figures  fell  fainter,  as  his  glazing  eye  closed 
in  death. 

The  brother  Kings,  the  departing  Senate, 
the  separating  multitude,  hurrying  from  that 
gloomy  hall,  knew  not,  that  the  towering  form 
they  passed  like  captive  enemies  before  a 
conqueror,  erect  and  proud  as  it  stood,  was  a 
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corse  ! — though  many  shuddered  as  they  met 
the  strange  look  of  that  cold  glassy  eye^  still 
fixed  upon  them  with  the  expression  of  stern 
command. 

The  living  thousands  defiled  unconsciously 
before  the  dead^  and  soon  the  solitary  hall  was 
left  to  silence  and  the  spirit  of  Ivar. 
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CHAPTER    I. 


The  war  that  had  been  commenced  between 
Altren  and  Ljndam  was  carried  on  with  mu- 
tual obstinacy  on  either  side ;  soon  however  the 
discipline  of  the  German  troops  shewed  its 
superiority  over  the  irregular  bodies  of  Jhe 
invaders^  and  the  young  chief  was  enabled  to 
repf'l  them  from  his  confines^  and  free  the 
greater  part  of  his  territory  from  their  pre- 
sence.   Saint  Emmeran  however  was  still  in 
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the  possession  of  Lyndarn  who  had  fortified  it, 
and  vowed  not  to  depart  from  its  walls  unless 
it  were  to  level  the  glories  of  Altren  with  the 
dust. 

Altren  pursued  the  first  tide  of  success^  fol- 
lowing the  enemy  into  his  own  dominions^  and 
retaliating  the  injuries  which  had  been  inflict- 
ed on  himself.  This  unexpected  change  in  the 
course  of  events,  daunted  his  opponents^  and 
nearly  all  the  minor  chieftains  seceded  firom 
the  league  and  hastened  to  make  their  peace 
on  whatever  terms  they  could  procure. 

Thus  we  behold  the  hostile  union,  which  at 
first  appeared  so  formidable,  sinking  before  the 
brave  and  determined  opposition  of  Altren, 
who  had  well  calculated  his  own  power^  and 
those  of  his  opponents  at  the  commencement 
of  the  struggle. 

Among  the  diminished  numbers  of  the  league 
it  was  now  only  Lyndarn  and  Errol  who  still 
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made  any  determined  stand  against  the  con- 
queror^ but  the  force  had  grown  unequal,  and 
their  warfare  of  course  became  defensive. 

Altren  now  besieged  the  monastery  of  Saint 
Emmeran  with  all  his  disposable  troops,  and 
pressed  the  leaguer  with  incredible  diligence, 
for  if  the  person  of  Lyndam  were  once  in  his 
power,  the  contest  might  be  deemed  at  an  end. 
But  the  besieged  were  unremitting  in  their 
resistance,  and  the  pile  itself  having  once  been 
a  feudal  fortalice,  and  still  retaining  its  martial 
character,  was  well  calculated  for  defence. 

The  monastery  of  Saint  Emmeran^  as  before 
described,  was  situated  among  pine-covered 
crags  to  the  north  of  Roscoe,  commanding, 
on  one  side  a  view  over  its  charming  valley, 
while  from  the  other,  through  an  opening  in 
the  rocks,  one  might  behold  the  ever-turbulent 
sea  bounding  the  glen  in   which  stood  the 
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cottage  of  Alf  Edric.  Those  who  momited 
the  forest-decked  heights,  that  scre^ied 
Boscoe  fiom  the  western  storms,  saw  the  tur- 
reted  monastery  rising  at  their  feet,  and 
behind,  on  the  boundary  of  ocean,  the  pinnacles 
of  Schloss  Altren  mingling  in  distance  with 
the  waters. 

On  these  heights,  stood  the  tent  of  Altren, 
from  whence  he  could  direct  the  si^e,  and 
behold  every  part  of  his  investing  armament, 
at  the  same  time  commanding  an  extensive 
view  of  the  surrounding  country,  and  enabled 
by  that  means  to  frustrate  any  attempt  at 
succour. 

Foremost  in  the  assault,  and  of  all  most 
eager  in  the  siege  was  Vasmer,  whose  hopes 
were  centered  in  the  gloomy  pile  before  him. 
In  vain  he  had  tried  to  gain  tidings  of  Agatha 
whom  he  believed  to  be  in  the  power  of  Lyn^ 
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darn^  and  he  conBtantlj  pressed  the  assatdt 
deeming  that  he  would  liberate  her  in  storm- 
ing the  monastery. 

Almost  destitute  of  the  means  of  further 
defence,  Lyndarn  still  maintained  the  struggle 
within  his  monastic  fortress,  but  day  after  day 
brought  weariness  and  weakness  to  his  exhaust- 
ing powers,  and  Altren  deemed  every  coming 
hour  would  give  him  pos9ession  of  this  im- 
portant stronghold. 

The  siege  had  been  continued  some  time, 
the  outer  approaches  of  the  monastery  were 
already  in  the  hands  of  the  besiegers,  and  on 
the  morrow  was  to  be  given  the  last  decisive 
assault  in  which  success  was  considered  as 
almost  certain,  for  the  league  repulsed  and 
nearly  dissolved,  was  totally  incapable  of  af- 
fording succour ;  one  half  of  the  fortress  was 
already  taken,  and  the  weakened  soldiery  of 
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the  besieged  could  not  possibly  withstand  the 
final  storm. 

With  a  latent  feeling  of  mercy,  Altren^  on 
the  evening  before  the  assault,  sent  a  mes- 
senger to  Lyndam,  informing  him  of  the  in- 
tended attack,  commanding  him  to  desist  from 
his  unavailing  defence,  to  spare  useless  blood- 
shed by  a  timely  surrender,  and  promising 
him  life  and  liberty  if  he  would  annul  the  ban 
and  quit  his  barony.  But  the  messenger  re- 
turned not.  In  his  stead  the  answer  of  Lyn- 
darn  was  thundered  forth  from  the  battlements 
of  Saint  Emmeran  :  ^^  Impious  rebel !  thine 
hour  of  doom  is  nigh  \  God  himself  will  defend 
his  temple  from  thy  defiling  hands  !'* 

The  defiance  sounded  fearfully  on  the  mid- 
night air,  and  deep  silence  again  reigned  along 
the  turreted  walls. 

Let  us  now  trace  to  its  source  the  firmness 
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and  confidence  of  Lyndarn  when  bereft  of 
almost  all  his  supporters^  and  in  the  hourly 
expectation  of  defeat  and  captivity. 

The  character  of  the  Abbot  was  completely 
that  of  an  ambitious  churchman,  such  as  it 
existed  in  the  middle  ages.  His  desire  of 
power  was  unlimited^  his  wish  to  make  the 
church  entirely  dominant,  and  its  influence 
unbounded,  arose  not  from  love  of  the  sacred 
religion  he  professed,  but  was  cherished 
as  the  means  through  which  he  might  attain 
the  objects  of  his  ambition.  So  far  did  he 
appear  removed  from  any  veneration  for  its 
holy  truths,  that  he  would  have  recourse  to 
engines  the  most  subversive  to  its  interests,  in 
order  to  maintain  his  own  authority.  Thus 
^ould  he  often  ally  himself  with  Pagan  powers 
to  punish  the  boldness  of  some  refractory 
Christian  chief;  he  would  even  be  present  at 
their  Heathen  rites,   nay,  assist  at  the  perform- 
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ance^  if  by  such  means  he  could  conciliate  theiir- 
friendship  and  acquire  their  support. 

Often  had  he  found  them  of  service  ia. 
his  struggles  for  pre-emience^  during  the 
absence  of  the  lords  of  Altren  from  their 
countij^  and  it  was  believed  among  the  vassab 
of  the  barony  that  he  did  not  confine  his 
agency  to  human  aid  alone  but  sought  the 
alliance  of  those  fearful  beings^  who  haunted 
and  swayed  the  northern  mains  under  th# 
name  of  Sea-kings^  and  whose  power^  almost 
supernatural^  raised  them  at  least  beyond  the 
pale  of  common  mortals. 

When  therefore  Lyndarn  felt  that  the 
tide  of^ate  rolled  strong  against  him,  he 
once  more  determined  upon  having  recourse 
to  his  ancient  allies,  the  warlike  powers  of 
the  sea,  though  their  aid  was  always  purchased 
at  a  great  price,  a  sacrifice,  in  which  the  inha- 
bitants of  the  cohnty,  not  himself*  were  iu 
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volved.     For  it  was  helieved  that  those  dark 
and   fearful  Sea-Kings  by  the  immutable  de- 
crees of  fate  were  forbidden  to  gain  ascendancy 
on  the  earth,  unless  some  mortal  called  forth 
their  presence,  and  thus  sanctioned  their  en- 
croachments.  Never,  it  was  said,  did  they  pour 
themselves  on  the  land  without  their  attendant 
waters.     Storm  and  inundation  denoted  their 
approach,  and  till  they  were  again  banned  to 
their  native  sea,  the  waves  ceased  not  to  roll 
over  the  beaten  plains ;  be  it,  that  they  in 
leality    possessed    sovereignty  over    the  tur- 
bulent   tide,    or    that    they    used    artificial 
means  to  cause  these  irruptions  of  water  in 
order  to   clothe   themselves    in  a  feigned  di- 
vinity,  as   some  affirmed,  was  their    cusjom 
thus   to  awe  their  enemies,  and  give    their 
followers  a  greater  confidence  in  their  power. 
By    some    they    were    held    to    be    demons 
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cf  the  deep«  and  their  human  character  was 
totallT  denied :  be  it  as  it  may,  when  Chris- 
lianifT  ragned  on  ail  the  shores  of  the  northern 
main«  they  were  heard  of  no  more,  save  that 
lawless  pirates  assomed  the  appellation,  to  gife 
a  greattt  terror  to  their  arms. 

Beneath  the  monastery  of  Saint  Em- 
meran  in  the  remotest  of  its  subterranean 
vaults^  to  which  none  but  the  Abbot  had  a 
clue,  was  a  well  of  unfathomed  depth.  It 
evidently  however  communicated  with  the  sea, 
for  often  during  storms  of  unusual  force  or 
heavy  tides,  the  white-haired  waves  would  gush 
and  moan  in  the  dark  passages  under  ground, 
and  boiling  up  to  the  rim  of  the  well,  peer 
into  the  lonely  vault. 

Some  believed  that  it  had  heen  used  as  a 
passage  of  escape,  and  communication  with  the 
sea-shore,  at  the  period  when  the  monastery 
had  been  a  feudal  burgh;  but  others  maintained 
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it  was  one  of  those  mysterious  paths  on  which 
the  powers  that  dwell  in  the  sea,  or  in  dark 
caverns  of  the  earth,  mingle  and  commune 
with  the  beings  that  inhabit  its  upper  sur- 
face. 

To  this  cavern  Lyndarn  descended  in  the 
gloom  of  night,  not  in  his  sacred  robes,  not 
with  crodier  and  cross,  but  clad  in  a  sable  coat 
of  mail,  without  crest  or  plume  upon  his 
helmet,  or  scarf  upon  his  breast. 

An  iron  sword  of  unusual  length  was  swung 
like  a  reed  in  his  hand,  and  in  his  other  he 
bore  a  lamp  whose  feeble  flame  cast  but  a  dim 
light  upon  the  vast  space  of  the  gloomy  cave. 
He  advanced  to  the  rim.  of  the  well,  and  bend- 
ing over  it,  let  the  lamp  burn  down  its  sable 
depth.  Its  ray  shot  downwards,  but  lit  only  a. 
small  space  of  the  sinister  gulph. 

"  It  is  long  past  the  time  he  promised  to 
come/^  muttered.  Lyndarn  anxiously,  ^^  and  no. 
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one  b  lieie.  Whal !  am  I  betrmyed  on  every 
side?  To-moRow's  mom  bings  the  assault — 
and  no  means  of  reaistanee  !  The  fabric  of 
ambition,  the  long  toil  of  alaborious  life^  to  be 
undone  in  an  hour  when  so  near  compktian ! 
when  about  to  be  crowned  by  success^  when 
my  hand  would  plant  the  cross  (ha  i  ha !)  upon 
its  highest  pinnade.'^ 

A  demoniac  smile  of  scorn  sat  on  his  lips^ 
whilst  anxious  expectation  was  painted  on  his 
brow. 

^  Ha !  what  was  that !  High  heaven  !  'tis 
assault  AltreUj  thou  art  swift — wait  but  an 
hour — one  little  hour,  and  then  I  will  receive 
thee.  Now — if  thou  comest,  I  am  lost ! — ha  ! 
again !  and  again/^ 

Lyndam  listened  breathlessly.  The  sound 
grew  louder,  and  triumphant  malice  burnt  in 
his  gaze. 

'^  No,  these  are  not  thy  war-notes,  Altren ! 
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Thou  comest  not  thus.  Those  are  not  the 
sounds  of  earthly  storm !  Welcome  !  welcome  I 
dark  friends  I  Welcome  I  ye  dread  allies ! 
Now  Altren  !  wait  but  an  hour  and  thou  art 
mine !  Oh  !  not  the  youthful  lover  will  receive 
his  blushing  bride  with  greater  ecstacy  than 
I  will  thee.  Truly  my  Altren  will  1  keep  my 
vow — I  go  forth  from  these  portals,  and  bring 
to  thee  death  and  destruction  V' 

With  a  fearful  eagerness  the  old  man  bent 
over  the  awful  gulph  and  lowered  the  lamp 
down  its  vibrating  sides.  And  lo !  from  up 
the  chasm  came  unearthly  sounds.  A  deep 
low  moan.  A  mysterious  gushing  as  of  sub- 
terranean waves.  A  beating  as  of  surf  against 
sharp  rocks. 

A  dread  clamour  rolled  from  above  and 
shook  the  vault  of  the  cavern  as  though  a  wild 
commotion  was  raging  on  the  surface  of  earth 
and  sounded  downwards  to  its  centre. 
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The  noise  grew  louder  and  harsher  as  it  drew 
near — the  rim  of  the  well  trembled  as  though 
it  were  falling  inward^  and  an  involuntary 
fear  came  over  the  heart  of  Lyndam. 

Presently  a  stir  was  discernible  in  the  depths 
and  the  waters  of  ocean,  fierce  and  raging^ 
beat  up  its  sides.  Like  a  white  robed  giant  the 
wild  spray  leaped  up  the  narrow  opening  and 
dashed  against  the  vault  of  the  cavern.  The- 
lamp  which  trembled  in  the  hand  of  Lyndam 
was  extinguished — the  womb  of  the  hollow  rock 
echoed  with  unearthly  clamours^  and  on  a  sud- 
den the  waves  appeared  red  and  fiery,  shining 
with  intense  phosphoric  brightness  like  fiercest 
flame.  They  gave  nor  lights  nor  warmth, 
but  dashed  coldly  around  Lyndarn  and  played 
like  myriad  serpents  at  his  feet.  Terror  over- 
came him,  and  he  cried,  ^^  Lord  of  the  waters  ^ 
thou  comest  fearfully.'^ 

A  voice  of  thunder  beat  the  cavemed  ech0es> 
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^Tid  the  shadowy  huge  form  of  the  Sea-king 
"towered  over  him. 

*'  And  fearful,  O  Abbot !  is  my  work  ;  much 

labour  awaits  my  hands  in  this  my  visit  to  the 

earth.     The  witch-wave  of  Maktroem  told  me 

of  its  destinies  and  I  am  here^  glad  at  thy  call- 

ing." 
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CHAPTER  Ih 


The  camp  of  Altren  was^  as  before  mentioned, 
placed  in  a  commanding  situation  upon  the 
heights  between  Saint  Emmeran  and  his  own 
castle. 

It  was  night.  The  next  morning  was  to  be- 
hold the  assault  and  as  the  besiegers  hoped, 
nay,  were  sure,  the  stronghold  of  Lyndam  in 
their  possession.  On  the  highest  hill  of  the 
position    was    planted   the   tent   of     Altren> 
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^^  which  floated  the  proud  banner  of  his 

^^e;  before  it  stood  the  chiefs    with  Vas- 

^  >  his  much  loved  page^  by  his  side.      They 

^Vei'sed  about  the  past  as  friends  alone  eon- 

^^:te^  and  when  the  rites  of  friendship  mi- 

^^tered  by  memory  had  ceased^  the  present 

^Ose  before  them — the  futunt  was  visioned  in 

tl^e  dimness  of  distance. 

The  arrangements  for  the  assault  had  been 
made  by  Altren,  the  monastery  was  closely 
invested  on  every  side^  for  much  he  feared 
that  Lyndam  might  find  means  of  escape, 
and  the  chief  but  awaited  the  first  ray  of  morn- 
ing to  give  the  signal  of  attack. 

The  night  seemed  wearing  away  slowly,  and 
the  heavens  which  had  at  first  been  starlight, 
became  intensely  dark.  The  breeze  had  died, 
and  the  air  was  heavy,  oppressive  and  silent. 
The  few  torches  that  lit  the  slumbering  camp 
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like    wan  sentinels,  seemed  falling  asleep  and 
neglectful  of  their  duty. 

Vasmer  and  his  lord  were  almost   the  only 
watchers,  and  like  those  who  anxiously  awaic  an 
event,  feared  to  break  the  silence,  and  listened 
to  nothingness.     A  dark  foreboding  came  over 
them,  they  knew  not  why,  perchance  from   the 
still  gloom  of  the  scene,  in  which  the  spectre- 
like tents  were  the  only  visible  objects !  As  they 
were  thus  awaiting  the  morning  dawn^  Altren 
unfolded  to  Vasmer  his  meeting  with  Valdine, 
and  charmed  away  the  lingering  hour  in  dwell- 
ing on  her  celestial  beauty.     He  gazed  sadly 
on   the   sweet  flower,   the   pale  forget-me-not 
that  still  lived  its  magic  life  and  was  still  trea- 
sured and  cherished  by  him,  but  alas  !  it  droop- 
ed and  pined,  it  had  lost  its  bloom  and  beauty  f 
"  Oh !    were    mine    but    an     earthly    love 
which    might   be  won    by  an  armed   hand !" 
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exclaimed  Altren,  ^<  but  no !  she  is  an  ethe- 
'irial  being,  that  dwells  not  in  the    haunts   of 
men,  and  I  must  languish  but  may    not    be 
near  her/^ 

As  thus  he  mourned,  a  silvery  voice  as- 
cended from  the  dark  valley  beneath,  and 
breathed  on  the  sultry  air  the  following 
plaint* 


Flowerets  mine  !  fiurewell ! 

Green  meads  and  dewy  boughs. 
Love-haunts,  that  will  but  tell 
Of  broken  vows  ! 


I  leave  ye  now  for  ever, 

Though  once  I  loved  ye  well ; 
The  fondest  links  will  sever. 
Farewell !  farewell  ! 
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Though  rocks  are  fixll  of  gloom 

Of  granite  hard  and  cold — 
They  oft  bear  sweeter  bloom 
Than  softest  mould. 


To  yon  wild  rocVs  I  hie 

Though  they  are.  dark  and.  stem ; 
Hearts  broken  love  to  lie. 
In  lonely  urn ! 


Though  flowers  scent  the  air 
Th^y  yet  must  feel  its  blast. 
Meet  no  reyrarding  care 
And  die  at  last ! 


Thus  well  I  know  tis  sorrow 

That  will  my  love  repay, 
The  flame  will  fade  to-morrow 
Which  glows  to  day. 
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Twill  burn  but  &dnt  and  low 

And  pale  will  be  its  fire  ; 
Oh  1  cherish  its  last  glow 
Ere  it  expire ! 


Altren  listened  in  trembling  ccstacy,  but  the 
voice  ceased  and  came  not  again. 

"  It  was  her ! — It  was  Valdine  !'*  he  ex- 
claimed, ^'  and  dost  thou  leave  me  ?  dost  thou 
doubt  me  ?  Let  the  hour^  of  trial  come  !  Its 
storms  may  not  reach  my  heart !" 

The  chief  sank  into  an  abyss  of  melancholy 
thought,  and  time  winged  the  lagging  minutes 
onward,  but  brought  not  lightness  to  his 
spirit. 


The  air  which  ^had  before  been  silent,  now 


22  THE   WOOD     SPIRIT. 

began  to  stir ;  a  sharp  blast  came  for  a  mo- 
ment from  the  sea,  and  swept  over  the  oamp* 
The  arms  of  the  soldiery  rattled  as  it  passed. 
It  startled  the  listeners  from  their  reverie. 

'^  That  is  ominons/'  said  Vasmer.  "  It  is 
believed  when  the  sword  thus  rattles  in  its 
scabbard  it  will  be  drawn  sooner  than  its 
owner  recks  of/' 

^^  I  believe  not  in  omens,  and  I  care  not  how 
soon,'*  replied  Altren. 

As  he  had  spoken,  a  distant  noise  rolled 
along  the  coast,  and  seemed  stealing  landward, 
while  a  faint  sound,  but  unlike  an  echo,  was 
heard  in  the  pine  forest  around  Saint  Emme- 
ran. 

'^  What  if  Errol  should  surprise  us  in  the 
dead  of  the  night?**  said  Vasmer.  "  I  heard 
a  sound,  methought,  like  the  tread  of  an 
army/* 

"  It  is  impossible,**^replied  Altren,  "his  power 
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is  broken;  and  if  it. were  not^  I  know  by  my 
scouts  that  he  is  too  far  distant  to  come  up 
with  us  to-night/^ 

They  listened^  but  all  was  silent.  A  short 
time  elapsed,  and  again  there  came  a  sound 
from  the  sea  as  of  tempest  and  the  beating  of 
waves  upon  the  shore  ;  but  there  was  no  wind. 
The  air  around  was  heavy  and  calm. 

^^  Then  there  is  a  storm  on  the  sea/'  said 
Vasmer,  '^  for  I  hear  the  roll  of  breakers. — 
Strange  we  cannot  feel  the  breeze  !'^ 

**  *Tis  the  swells  or  the  returning  tide  ;  thou 
art  anxious  to-night,  my  Vasmer." 

The  sound  died  away,  but  suddenly  the 
earth  began  to  tremble  beneath  their  feet, 
though  they  could  neither  hear  nor  see  a 
cause. 

"  It  is  the  unstable  coast,  which  still  vibrates 
before  the  returning  tide.  But  my  dykes  have 
curbed  its  waters,"  cried  Altren  in  triumph ; 
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^^  the  old  demons  of  Ocean,  of  whom  Yrplin 
loves  to  sing;  have  felt  the  full  power  of  my 
arm." 

Again  the  commotion  was  heard  in  the 
deep  ;  but  this  time  louder  and  nearer^  and  it 
seemed  as  though  the  waves  were  dashing  over 
the  land.  The  sound  was  not  to  be  mistaken, 
but  with  it  was  mingled  a  din  as  of  clattering 
arms  and  tramping  war-steeds ; — not  a  breath 
was  felt  in  the  air,  the  heavens  and  the  earth 
were  inpenetrably  dark,  save  that  a  faint  gleam 
broke  on  the  surface  of  the  sea,  and  played 
along  the  rocks  to  the  north  of  the  monas- 
tery. 

"  By  heaven   it  is  inundation  P* 
"  Ay  !'*  cried  Vasmer  "  it  is  inundation   and 
assault,    for  sure   I  see  troops  gathering  on 
yonder  rocks.*' 

^^  Impossible !  No  enemy  is  near  save  those 
within  yon  gloomy  walls. — It  is  but  the  sea 
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and  if  its  waves  over-flood  the  land^  they  ar^ 
more  fatal  to  our  enemies  below,  than  to  us, 
for  they  will  not  reach  so  far  inland  as 
this/* 

Loud  and  stunning  was  now  heard  the 
artillery  of  ocean,  and  the  waters  swept  in 
thunder  through  the  valleys, 

<<  Hark  I  Hark !  There  is  more  than  thou 
dreamest  of  in  this.  Lord  Altren !  Heard^st  thou 
not  those  sounds  within  the  monastery !  They 
are  moie  than  an  echo — and  ah  ]  what  light  is 
this." 

And  in  truth  there  was  a  sudden  stir  within 
the  gloomy  pile ;  there  was  a  clamour  of  man- 
ning battlements,  a  clash  as  of  sudden 
strife  ;  and  a  bright  beacon-flame  leaped  into 
life  upon  every  tower,  and  ascended  red  and 
wavy  towards  heaven. 

Nothing  could  be  more  awfully  grand  than 

VOL.  IK  c 
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the  scene  now  displayed.  The  deep  booming 
and  clashing  of  the  engulphing  tide,  the  black 
darkness  that  seemed  to  cling  palpably  to  the 
earth — the  red  flames  which  lit  the  monastery 
in  the  shadowy  valley  below,  and  shewed. the 
white  wavesr;  that  caught  a  phoSphoiic  bright- 
ness, tossing  and  writhing  like  fiery  serpents 
beneath  its  walls.  The  clash  of  swords  leak- 
ing discordantly  through  their  roar,  and  -the 
groups  of  armed  &>tmn  that  struggled  into 
sight  along  the  echoing  turretd  of  Saint  Sm« 
meran,  together  with  the  uncertainty  amidst 
the  daricness  and  din,  what  might  surrotmd 
them,  and  from  whence  they  might  be  aU 
tacked,  struck  terror  into  the  soldiery  of 
AItre&« 

"  Thou  art  right ;  that  is  not  an  echo  I  I 
heard  it,  it  is  battle ;  that  traitor  Lyndam  is 
assaulting  my  troops,  I  know  the  chsh  of  my 
German  swords !" 
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Altren  blew  his  war-horn  and  suminoned  his 
leaders  around  him. 

^To  your  arms,  friends!  up,  up  to  the 
hills!  The  waves  are  rolling  over  the  land 
and  engulphing  our  foes !  But  I  hear  battle 
between  our  comrades  below  and  Lyndam; 
down  into  the  valley  a  band  of  my  bravest  to 
their  rescue !  vet  venture  not  too  far  if  the 
waves  assail  you !  Throw  out  signal  lights ! 
Sound  a  retreat  to  the  troops  below  P' 

The  dread  clamour  drowned  his  voice,  and 
the  thundering  waves  rolled  onward  until  they 
beat  against  the  rocks,  and  knocked  loud  at 
the  portals  of  the  earth* 

Yasmer  had  seen  correctly ;  fearful  bands 
had  gathered  on  the  northern  heights,  and 
issuing  from  the  monastery,  assailed  and  de* 
stroyed  the  investing  troops  of  Altren  ere  the 
panic  struck  soldiery,  that  lay  encamped  on 
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iSiSf  oenUdaoend  to  their  rescue;  and 
hssL  sft  kcstk  thcj  attempted  it,  down 
unnsiL  csie  irrea  ro^s  leaped  the  surging 
iziro  di«  vaDcj,  like  gigantic  mow- 
jfesr^cn^  Alight  indeed  had  sung  the 
flckerr  xoice  of  the  W<iod*spirit ;  well  might 
she  fiv  to  the  aiii  hill%  when  her  own  sweet 
gny^res  and  Keads  were  about  to  be  flooded  by 
an  OTerwhebning  sea. 

Up  the  hill,  worn,  wet  and  wearied  on  a 
<in^ng  steed*  toiled  a  messenger  from  the 
castle.  It  was  Yrplin ;  the  only  one  of  the 
garrison  who  had  dared  to  brave  the  terrors  of 
the  night«  when  the  floods  were  abroad^  and 
cross  the  country  in  quest  of  aid  from  the 
chief;  though  on  account  of  his  feeble  age  he 
had  been  left  behind  and  forbidden  to  attend 
bis  liege  lord  to  the  field. 

"  Succour !     Succour,    Lord  Altren  !*'    ex- 
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claimed  the  old  man,  "  they  are  upon  us ! — 
TTiere  is  storm  upon  the  castle^   and  we  can 
resist  no  longer/* 

«  What  foe  ?    Is  Errol  there  ?" 

**  No,  it  is  one  far  greater — it  is  the  Sea- 
king  1  The  ocean  itself  and  its  powers.  His 
waves  are  pouring  through  the  hollows,  and 
scarce  in  safety  could  I  reach  thy  camp." 

*^  Then  is  thine  errand  bootless.  I  cannot 
conquer  elements;  God  save  my  friends  at 
Altren !  for  I  cannot  defend  them.  But  re- 
assure thee  old  man,  no  demon  is  in  the 
assault,  and  this  is  not  the  first  flood  my  walls 
have  withstood.'* 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  loud  and  cla- 
morous tides  —  brighter  and  brighter  they 
gleamed  around  Saint  Emmeran,  while  heavy 
darkness  brooded  on  the  horizon.  A  huge 
beacon-flame  waved  on  every  tower  of  the 
monastery,  playing  along  its  crenelled  battle- 
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mcDts,  and  b^  its  light  Altren  beheld  armeil 
soldiery  descending  the  rocks,  together  with 
the  waves,  and  wading  fearlessly  through  their 
stormy  flow,  bear  doirn  upon  his  camp. 

By  the  gleam  of  the  phosphoric  water  a 
towering  form  waa  seen  advancing,  huge  and 
shadowy  like  a  spirit  of  evil.  It  was  the  Sea- 
king,  and  by  his  side  came  Lyndarn,  in  a 
coat  of  sable  mail.  The  about  of  the  ocean- 
lord  was  borne  on  the  beating  waters  as  he 
denounced  vengeance  in  his  renovated  feud 
against  the  house  of  Altren ;  and  loud  rose  the 
curse  of  the  Abbot,  and  his  cry  of  triumph 
over  the  fall  of  his  foe. 

Nearer  and  nearer  approached  those  fearful 
bands,  and  loud  arose  the  stir  of  tempest  and 
the  cry  of  death.  Down  sunk  the  flooded 
tents — on  rushed  the  invading  foe. 

Few  of  the  troops  of  Altren  stood  to  resist 
the  shock,  for,  as  they  had  heard  the  tidings 
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•hrQi^ght  by  Yrplioj  the  roar  of  the  advancing 
pcean^  and  beheld  the  approaching  ranks  of  the 
Seft-lang)  they  fled  panic^struck  from  the  hills^ 
regardied^at  of  the  waters  dashing  up  the 
iowtlaads^  aad  of  the  admonitioQ  of  their  chief* 
'T?)ieiF,?f9tiring  ^umbers  were  dispersed  by  the 
porsueirSf  but  the  panic  saved  many,  for  the 
plain  bet\veen  th^  camp,  and  the  castle  of 
4Jtrea  being  but  partially  flooded  at  the  time 
of  tbeir  flight,  they  were  enabled  to  reach  the 
ktler  in  safety. 

Among  those  who  escaped  to  the  Schloss 
%9a  Vasmer,  who  was  borne  back  by  the  press 
from  the  side  of  Altren--for  a  moment  he  saw 
flke  clashing  of  swords,  and  the  bright  blade  of 
•bia  chief  cleaving  the  air. — For  a  moment  the 
(Mirsuit  seemed  less  hot,  for  a  moment  the 
W9X''<iXy  died^  and  then  again  came  louder  a.nd 
fiercer  the  shout  and  rush  of  the  enemy .r^He 
knew  by  the  fresh  impul^^e  of  the  pursuers. 
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that  the  resistance  of  Altren  was  over^  and  that 
he  was  slain  or  a  captive. 

At  lengthy  a  scanty  remnant  of  the  gallant 
force^  which  had  so  lately  issued  from  its  gates, 
the  wearied  fugitives  arrived  beneath  the  walls 
of  the  castle !  From  all  sides  the  floods  were 
drawing  nearer  around  them^  and  scarce  had 
they  time  to  enter  the  opening  portal  before 
the  billows  began  to  dash  against  the  battle- 
ments.— Thus  have  the  bards  sung  the  inva- 
sions of  the  Sea-king,  clothing  it  with  un- 
earthly horrors,  but  many  have  deemed  the 
inundation  but  a  stratagem  used  by  the  inva- 
der, to  cut  off  the  troops  of  Altren  from  his 
castle  by  destroying  the  dykes,  and  thus  flood- 
ing the  lowlands,  in  which  his  domain  mostly 
laid ;  this  opinion  was  the  more  followed  by  the 
incredulous,  as  Saint  Emmeran  stood  in  a  situ- 
ation sufficiently  high,  to  ensure  its  safety,  and 
the  rocks  and  hills  would  afford  a  free  passage 
to  the  allies  of  Lyndarn. 
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The  night  passed  iu  tempest  and  terror,  and 
in  momentary  expectation  of  the  walls  giving 
way  before  the  force  of  the  sea  as  they  vibrated 
with  every  shock  of  the  waters. 

When  the  morning  came  the  commotion  had 
subsided,  buf;  wide  and  deep  around  the  burgh, 
lay  the  tide  of  the  ruthless  ocean — calm,  glassy, 
and  nearly  motionless,  a  fearful  leaguer ! 

Within  was  many  a  brave  heart  and  sturdy 
arm,  many  a  bright  lance  and  weighty  sword, 
but  they  were  of  no  avail ;  still  and  passive 
laid  the  waters  around  them^  and  precluded 
even  the  possibility  of  defence.  The  land  was 
far  removed,  and  the  castle  had  become  an 
island  far  out  in  the  sea,  and  there  was  nor 
boat  nor  bark  to  bear  its  imprisoned  tenants 
to  the  shore. 

The  inundation  had  stopped  at  the  hills 
around  Saint  Emmeran,  which  formed  a  dark 
line  on  the  verge  of  sight. — On  them  lay  the 
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camp  of  Lyndarn  and  the  Sea-king  heaped  ia 
gloomy  armameat.  The  besieged  of  ocean 
gazed  on  it  in  silent  despair,  and  watched  how 
night  after  nighty  the  Sea-king  lit  storm  upon, 
the  hills,  whilst  lightnings  were  his  midnight 
watch-fires ! 
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CHAPTER  II. 


Triumph  waited  upon  Lyndarn  and  the  Sea- 
king.  Tlie  greater  part  of  the  coast  was  con- 
quered, the  chieftains  of  the  land  had  fled  in- 
ward, and  nothing  remained  which  could  oppose 
the  arms  of  the  victors^  save  the  retiring  and 
discomfited  bands* 

It  was  evidently  the  intention  of  the  Sea«king 
to  subjugate  the  country  and  make  it  tributary 
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to  his  power  ;   and   Lyndarn^  whose  influence 
sunk  more  und  more  with  each  new  success  of 
his  Ally,  now  only  thought  of  the  means^  by 
which  he  could  regain  his  lost  ascendancy ;  he 
saw  that  open  resistance  would   be  vain,  and 
therefore  had  recourse  to  that  power  which  had 
so  oflen  cloaked  and   prospered  his  ambition. 
Religion — that  fearful  engine  in  the   hands  of 
the  designing,  was  called  to   his  aid,   and  he 
determined  if  possible  upon  converting  the  Sea- 
king  and  his  Pagan  bands  to   Christianity,   an 
event   which  would  give  him  an  undisputed 
sway  over  their  actions,  and  insure  to   him  the 
real  sovereignty    of  the  land,  by  making  its 
victors  his  slaves. 

Visions  of  future  greatness  flitted  before 
the  ambitious  churchman,  and  he  beheld  in 
distance  the  mitre  of  a  Northern  Archbishopric 
more  powerful  even  than  that  of  Auskar. 
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The  attempt  however  would  be  difficult, 
fearfully  difficult*  He  would  have  to  combat 
prejudices  and  customs  firmly  rooted  by  the 
growth  of  time,  and  hallowed  by  romantic 
glories  !  None  but  a  daring  spirit  like  that  of 
Lyndarn  could  have  formed  so  bold  a  plan — 
nothing  but  his  fierce  and  undaunted  courage 
could  hope  to  execute  it,  despite  all  its  obstacles. 
Alas  !  that  it  was  not  love  for  the  word  of  God, 
that  ministered   to  his  thoughts,  but  ambition, 

• 

foul  ambition — yet,  how  often  do  we  not  be- 
hold the  greatest  good  arise  from  the  most 
evil  motives.. 

With  the  deepest  design,  Lyndarn  now  di- 
verted the  thoughts  of  the  Sea-king  from  war, 
and  exhorted  him,  now  that  the  country  was  al- 
most entirely  subjugated,  to  direct  his  attention 
to  its  internal  government.  He  now  as  ardently 
strove  for  peace,  as  he  had  before   excited  dis- 
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cord^  for,  the  people  of  the  land  being  CbristiaDS^ 
amicable  intercourse  with  them  could  but  tend 
to  soften  the  manners  of  the  invaders^  and 
bring  them  in  involuntary  and  almost  uncon- 
scious contact  with  the  forms  of  his  religion, 
for  which  they  would  thus  in  a  great 
measure  lose  their  hereditary  repug- 
nance* 

The  Abbot  saw  that  he  would  thus^  on  the 
other  hand,  regain  his  influence  with  the  sur* 
rounding  chieftains,  which  had  been  seriously 
impaired  if  not  destroyed,  by  his  alliance  with 
the  Pagan,  and  be  enabled  to  enact  the  media- 
tor between  them  and  their  victors* 

He  had  likewise  induced  the  Sea-king  to 
take  up  his  abode  in  the  monastery  of 
Saint  Emmeran,  which  he  had  ostentatiously 
decorated  with  the  most  imposing  symbols  of 
the  Christian  faith,  and  in  which  he  now  often 
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lifted  the  voice  of  sacred  harmony,  and  dis- 
played the  splendours  of  monastic  pomp.  But 
the  Abbot  was  too  worldly  and  too  prudent 
to  offend  the  prejudices  of  his  allies.  On 
the  contrary,  he  assiduously  attended  and  even 
ministered  at  their  Pagan  rites,  and  as  though 
it  were  accidentally  would  mingle  with  them 
Christain  forms.  He  would  sometimes  strive 
to  unite  their  discrepancies,  and  teach  his 
auditor'^  that  the  Gods  they  adored,  and  his 
own,  were  but  the  same  with  a  different  form 
of  worship. 

Whilst  these  scenes  were  enacting  in  one 
part  of  the  gloomy  pile,  far  different  objects 
were  being  pursued  in  those  towers  where 
dwelt  the  Sea-king.  There,  in  a  lonely 
chamber,  sat  Agatha.  Sorrow  bowed  down 
the  pale  brow  of  the  gentle  girl,  as  she 
gazed    forth    from    the   high    window  of  the 
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turret  on  the  overflooded  vaHey  of  Alf 
Edric.  No  vestige  of  the  smiling  cottage  or 
the  verdant  groves  remained,  nought  but 
sharp  rocks  and  daric  waves  were  to  be 
seen. 

On  the  eve  of  Vasmer^s  fatal  encounter 
with  the  invading  force^  Agatha  had  been 
seized  by  the  troopa  of  Lyndarn,  and  con- 
veyed as  a  welcome  prize  to  the  Abbot — 
passion  took  possession  of  the  latter  as  he  be- 
held her,  and  she  was  exposed  to  his  perse- 
cutions ;  but  his  hard,  cold  heart,  unsuscep- 
tible of  any  soft  and  lasting  impression,  and 
but  restrained  from  sin  when  worldly  motives 
rendered  its  indulgence  dangerous,  was  well 
able  to  master  its  own  emotions,  for  they 
were  never  felt  with  the  warmth  of  a  gene- 
rous nature,  and  thus  less  difficult  to  re- 
press. 
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When  therefore  defeat  compelled  him  to  call 
the  Sea-king  to  his  aid^  he  beheld  in  Agatha 
an  useful  instrument  to  cement  his  alliance^  and 
afterwards  to  win  him  over  to  the  Christian 
faith. — This  produced  an  immediate  change  in 
the  situation  of  the  helpless  girl^  and  so  art- 
fully did  Lyndarn  spread  his  snares^  and  so 
lovely  was  the  captive  maid^  that  the  Sea-king 
lived  only  in  her  sight.  But  though  wild  was 
his  passion,  it  was  restrained  by  Lyndarn,  who 
threw  before  her  the  shield  of  religion  for  it 
now  suited  his  purpose,  and  well  he  knew,  that 
if  once  the  Sea- King  won  her  as  his  own,  she 
would  cease  to  be  an  engine  in  his  designing 
hands. 

The  grief  of  Agatha  was  not  however  to  be 
assuaged  by  so  rude  a  comforter,  nor  her  heart 
to  be  won  by  so  fierce  a  suitor ;  no  smile  lit 
her  lovely  countenance,   no  light  broke  from 
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her  tearful  eyes^  save  wben  Ibe  ajtrains  pf 
Yrplin  were  harped  before  her*  Yrplin  the 
Schlo8s«minstrel  of  Aitren^  the  friend  of  Vas* 
mer^  taken  captive  at  the  same  time  as  his 
iord^  when  the  secretly  advancing  powers  of 
the  Sea-king  bad  succoured  the  vionastery 
and  stormed  the  camp,  had  met  a  better 
fate — ^his  harp  had  saved  him ;  he  could  sing 
the  bright  achievements  of  olden  days,  the  life 
of  the  bard  was  always  sacred.  He  won  the 
the  favour  of  the  Sea-king,  raised  his  voice 
at  the  banquet,  and  was  permitted  to  live  on 
in  a  scarcely  perceptible  captivity.  Ofteh  did 
he  charm  away  the  mournful  hours  of  Agatha 
— Often  did  he  make  her  half  forget  her 
sorrows,  but  his  strains  were  dark  and  wild, 
they  were  attuned  to  love  no  more ! — It  was 
thus  irhen  tempest  raged  at  the  windows,  and 
sorrow  reigned  in  the  heart  of  the  captive,  that 
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he  wonld  shig  in  ber  lorn  and  gloomy  cham- 


y"   .    : 


I   .       'I 


».' 


The  wiii4 1  the  wind  I  the  rettlew  mod  I 

An  eager  huntsman  he, 
I^e  leaves  the  mmmtain  tops  behind, 

And  broad^leaved  foveat  tree. 


He  flits  past  tower  and  spiry  shrine, 

Pati  minaret  and  dome, 
A  denizen  of  every  clime, 

A  thing  without  a  home. 


The  grey  clouds  fly  before,-— 
The  stars  his  forest  bright, 

Whose  ntys  wa?e  bough^ike  o*«r, 
His  fearful  chase  by  night. 


He  winds  his  midnight  horn, 
ShriU  on  the  mountain  tops, 

And  at  its  call  comes  storm. 
And  whirlwind  fills  its  stops. 
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The  lightning's  eye  glares  red. 

Upon  his  wild  career ; 
Uproused  from  sulphury  bed, 

Loud  thunders  shriek'd  with  fear ! 


'Tis  thus  he  holds  his  chase, 
All  through  his  wide  domain ; 

His  realm  is  boundless  space. 
And  tempest  is  his  reign ! 


But  not  to  legendary  song  alone  was  the 
voice  of  the  bard  attuned ;  it  was  also  raised 
in  admonition.  Then  did  the  gentle  girl  and 
the  aged  man  hold  counsel,  how  they  might 
save  from  his  impending  doom  the  noble  cap- 
tive in  the  dungeons  beneath. 

On  the  morrow  was  the  dread  festival  of 
the  Goddess  Hertha,  and  the  Lord  Altren  was 
to  be  sacrificed  at  its  rites  ;  such  had  been  the 
advice  of    Lyndarn — such  the  decree  of  the 
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Sea-king,  for  the  former  had  persuaded  his 

silly  to  this  measure^  in  order  to  gratify  his 

own  desire  of  vengeance^  and  by  inducing  him 

t;o  immolate  his  captive  at  the  Pagan  festival, 

in  which  the  Abbot  was  not  supposed  to  have 

any  participation,  the  latter  well  knew  that  the 

blame  of  causing  the  death  of  Altren  would 

l)e  ascribed  solely  to  the  Sea-king. 
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CHAPTER  III, 


In  a  dungeon  of  Saint  Emmeran  dwelt  Altren^ 
the  captive  of  his  most  bitter  enemy.  Sad 
thoughts  were  his^  but  with  them  was  mingled 
indignation^  that  he,  who  had  passed  unscathed 
through  the  wars  of  Empires,  should  sink 
beneath  the  hand  of  a  priest,  in  an  obscure  land 
of  the  north. 

There  were  no  means  of  resistance  or  escape, 
fate  had  changed  the  scene,  the  victor  was 
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now  the  vanquished.  There  came  not  one  re- 
gret with  regard  to  life — save  that  his  cup  of 
revenge  must  pass  unfilled,  and  that  a  noble 
and  glorious  line  must  cease  with  himself. 

He  thought  he  could  discern  his  stern 
ancestors  gazing  on  him  in  his  gloomy  cell, 
and  frowning  on  his  abject  state — the  first  of 
bis  noble  house  who  had  fallen  so  low. 

It  was  not  the  pang  of  thwarted  ambition 
he  felt^  far  worse,  it  was  that  of  humbled 
pride — of  ancestral  pride  stricken  to  the  dust. 
He  thought  on  the  past  years  of  his  life ;  that 
he,  who  had  shone  preeminent  in  the  imperial 
armies— ' who  had  led  the  van  in  battles  which 
decided  the  fate  of  kingdoms,  that  he  should 
now  be  a  doomed  captive  in  his  own  domain. 
And  Vasmer^  the  loved  fiiend,  he  too  must  fall 
with  his  lord,  who  had  proved  but  a  feeble 
protector  to  his  orphan  page.  Where  was  he 
now  ? — had  he  escaped^  or  was  he  a  captive. 
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like  himself? — did  the  colours  of  Hobenstau- 

« 

fen  still  float  on  the  towers  of  Altren  ?  Or 
was  the  cross  of  Lyndam  planted  on  its 
pinnacles^  or  did  the  waves  now  roll  over  its 
battlements.  *^  Oh  !  for  one  hour  of  revenge, 
of  glorious  revenge !  One  hour  of  victory ! 
Give  me  but  freedom  and  the  power  of  ven- 
geance, and  whoever  thou  art  I  will  worship 
thee ! '' 

^'  Valdine-^Valdine !  Thou  who  lovest  me !. 
Come  and  save  me  now  ! — Break  these  fetters ! 
Bring  me  the  sword  of  Scurcola,  and  I  will 
yet  avenge  me  ! — What  silent  still? — Art  thou 
not  an  immortal  spirit ! — Canst  thou  not  break 
these  bars  ?" 

With  more  than  human  force  Altren  shook 
the  grated  window  of  his  dungeon,  but  it 
yielded  not,  and  he  sunk  back  despairing  and 
exhausted. 

Despondingly  he  gazed  on  the  pale  flower, 


TBS   W00]>    SPIRIT.  49 

the  parting  gift  of  Valdine !  It  drooped  !  But 
it  had  not  died^  the  bloom  of  Hie,  though  faded* 
still  clung  to  its  tender  leaves :  was  it  that  a 
magic  power  had  bade  it  live,  or  was  it  but^  that 
fore  cmd  memory  made  it  appear  undying  to  the 
vision  of  Altren? 

While  thus  sunk  in  sorrowful  meditation^ 
the  door  of  his  dungeon  opened  hoiselessly^  and 
a  beauteous  form  stood  before  him. 

'^  Ha !  what  art  thou  ?  comest  thou  as  the 
messenger  of  death?  yet  art  thou  wondrous 
fidr  for  such  an  office.^' 

^*  Not  death  mine  errand ;  I  bring  thee 
bve — love  and  liberty  !  I  am  Meresvel,*  daugh- 
ter of  the  Sea-king.  Altren !  I  beheld  thee,  as 
like  a  God  thou  foughtest  on  the  mountain  and 
withstoodst  the  sword  of  my  father,  never  long 
resisted — ^Altren,  I  beheld  thee,  and  I  loved  !^' 

*  Meerei-welle  (wwreof  thesea.) 
VOL.  II.  D 
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Her  Mrild,  bright  eyes  sparkled  through  her 
raven^  locks  like  diamonds  amid  the  sable  ore 
of  the  mine. 

'^Altren!  ca&s'tthou  love?  Behold^ plight 
but  thy  faith  to  me,  and  I  will  give  thee  liberty." 

^'  Liberty  and  vengeance/'  gasped  Allren. 

The  beauteous  Sea'^naiden  smiled  upon  the 
captive,  but  it  was  a  scornful  and  exultkig 
smile,  in  which  spoke  eager  passion. 

Scarcely  conscious  of  what  he    did,    Altre 
advanced  eagerly  to  the  portal  of  his  dungeon 


but  it  was  closed,  and  Meresvel  laughed  "      •■> 
irony  at  his  endeavour  to  pass. 

"  Ha  !  Knight,  that  were  my  reward,  wer^  -^ 
I  weak  as  earthly  maid,  and  gave  thee  powe^^sr 
to  fly  from  me.  That  were  thy  gratitude.  Tli  ^  iit 
no !  The  price  of  thy  liberty  is  love.*' 

^*  Love  !"  sighed  AItren>  and  he  thought  of 

Yaldine* 

^^  In  the  noon  of  this    night  is  the   t^^^es- 
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tival    of  Hertha/^  she  continued,  ^^  and  thou 

diest  at  its  rites.    Mark — to-night  in  the  noon  I 

'■■■■, 
No  hope,  no  means    of '  escape !  thy  bands 

are  destroyed — thy  castle  is  a  ruin.     No  aid — 

no  hope! 

^  I  fear  not  death,"  cried  Altren. 

''  But  shame — a  brand  upon  thy  unspotted 
name — ^no  tomb  for  thy  ashes — ^no  revenge  for 
the  fall  of  thy  house  !  A  death  of  agony  from 
thy  most  bitter  foes,  all  this  awaits  thee.  And 
list !  Become  mine  and  thou  shalt  have  liberty 
and  revenge  !  Thy  castle  shall  again  rise  from 
the  waves,  the  glories  of  thine  house  shall  be 
renewed,  and  thine  enemies  shall  perish  before 
thee.    Altren  !  Become  but  mine.'^ 

The  lovely  syren  bent  her  dazzling  eyes 
upon  him,  and  glided  bi^ht  and  beautiful  as  a 
goddess  into  his  arms. 

The  lone  hour  of  evening,  the  ^oom  of  the 
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scene^  the  prospect  of  immediate  deaths  the 
obloquy  which  would  attach  to  his  fallen  name^ 
the  hope  of  liberty  and  revenge— of  glory  and 
of  life — with  the  beauteous  maid  who  now 
wooed  bis  caresses !  All  these  were  powerful 
incitements.  Who  could  withstand  sucU  po- 
tent lures  ? 

She  wound  her  arms^  snowy  as  the  white 
foatn  on  bounding  billows,  around  him ;  the 
dark  heaven  of  her  raven  locks,  through  which 
her  eyes  shone  starlike,  fell  on  his  breast ;  he 
could  feel  the  beating  of  her  heart,  as  her 
dewy  bosom  heaved  against  him,  there  was 
maddening  incense  in  her  breath,  which  came 
thick  through  her  ruby  lips ; — even  his  sorrows 
were  forgotten  in  that  moment.  Unconsciously 
he  vowed  himself  to  her,  and  in  the  raptures  of 
that  meeting,  life  —  liberty  —  the  past — the 
future  were  all  forgotten  in  the  present. 
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Time  had  passed  unnoticed — when  lo ! — the 
hour  of  midnight  drawing  near^  the  tread  of 
armed  men  sounded  in  the  passages,  and  the 
dream  of  joy  was  broken. 

Meresvel  started  from  his  embrace. 

**  Those  are  the  soldiers  of  my  father !"  she 
cried  "  I  must  away  !  It  were  death  were  I 
found  here  with  thee.  Farewell !  Remember ! 
thou  art  mine,  irrevocably  mine  !  Farewell  1 
they  come." 

She  vanished  through  the  portal,  which 
closed  suddenly  and  heavily  behind  her,  whilst 
a  smile  of  scorn  and  triumph  played  upon  her 
lips. 

Was  this  her  promise?  The  murderers 
were  advancing,  the  dungeon  door  was  closed 
upon  him,  and  there  was  no  hope  of  escape. 

Frenzied  he  sprang  to  the  window.  He 
seized  the  iron  bars  with  desperate  strength. 
Heavens  !  They  yielded  like  reeds  beneath  his 
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enoCieen  it  before?  Sare  Val- 
e  bccQ  tbere  !  Tlie  sturdy  metal 
1  nth  flowen  whose  tender 
s  into  it«  core  !  so  that  a  child 
d  the  Sawer-mora  grating. 
He  hnke  ttroagh  it  aod  behold !  from 
tt>e  daogeoa  window  excavated  in  the  crags 
•n  wUcb  Hood  Smut  Eromerao,  down  to 
tte  Imm  of  &e  rode,  Taldine  bad  bung  a 
bdder  of  iv7,  that  o^red  safe  meaas  of  es- 
CMpt  to  tlw  captive.  Once  at  the  foot  of 
the  cng,  the  pine  forest  would  shelter  him 
&om  obserradon,  and  he  might  have  fled 
unheeded.  Oh !  had  be  but  perceived  it 
ere    the    sirreo    had    lured    him     to 


Eagerly  be  passed  through  the  broken 
bats — ^he  already  grasped  the  natural  ladder 
of  green  ivy — but  alas  !  the  time  of  escape 
had  been  spent  in  forbidden  joys  !  The  portsj 
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of  the  dungeon  opened.  He  flung  himself 
from  the  deepsec  ^vindow — he  grasped  the 
faithful  ivy.  But  it  was  too  late.  Armed 
soldiers  filled  the  cell^  and  in  the  very  mo- 
ment of  escape  he  was  dragged  back  to  his 
doom.  Thus  the  d^ught^  of  ocean  triumphed 
in  winning  the  heart  of  the  kx^ight,  from  the 
fair  spirit  of  the  wooded  glades. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Amidst  a  dai^  forest  of  stately  pines,  the 
gloom  of  which  not  even  the  noon-day  sun 
could  dissipate,  laid  the  sacred  lake  of 
the  Goddess  Hertha,  or  mother  earth.  It 
was  not  many  miles  to  the  north  of  Saint 
Emmeran,  and  though  situated  in  a  Christian 
country,  so  undefined  were  the  limits  of  Christi- 
anity and  Paganism,  and  so  much  were  the  cler* 
gy  obliged  to  concede  to  the  prejudices  of  the 
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scarcely  converted  people^  that  annually  a 
great  festival  was  celebrated,  called  the  bath 
of  Hertha. 

On  this  occasion  her  statue  vras  brought  to 
the  banks  of  the  water^  and  a  captive  taken  in 
war^  or  a  deluded  victim  of  priestcraft  "vras 
doomed  to  bathe  the  Goddess ;  but  as  those 
nvbo  had  once  beheld  her  unveiled,  were  not 
permitted  to  be  seen  again  by  the  eye  of  a  mor- 
tal, it  was  thus  ordained  by  the  Pagan  priest- 
hood that  the  platform,  on  which  the  deity  was 
placed  should,  at  a  given  signal,  sink  into  the 
lake. 

The  unfortunate  victim  being  chained  to  the 
raft  was  ingulphed  to  rise  no  more,  together 
with  the  statue — (which  the  deluded  populace 
believed  to  be  Hertha  herself,)  the  priest  pro- 
claiming, that  the  mother  earth  had  accepted 
the  service  of  her  votary,  and  taken   him  with 
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her  to  her  eternal  mansions.  Thus  theirs  i 
mysteries  remained  unrevealed,  and  received  ansr^ 
additional  sanctity  from  what  the  apectatora^sr - 
believed  to  be  an  ocular  demonstratiou  oK*  •« 
their  truth, 

Unbroken  silence  ever  reigbed  in  the  sacrec^Ez 

forest,  and  no  profane  foot  dared   pass   its  pre 

cints,  save  once  at   the  annual  festival.     Thei^^^ 

the  Goddess  appeared  on  the  banks  of  ihe  hVr ■ 

her  priests  advanced  in  solemn  p recession .^p. 
and  the  people  were  admitted  to  behold  th^ 
awful  rites, 

II  was  night— the  night  of  the  festival.  The- 
dark  pines  like  gloomy  sentinels  stood  frown- 
ing and  silent  around  the  black  and  stagnant 
water.  Not  even  a  whisper  was  heard  amid 
their  funeral  boughs,  not  a  ripple  stirred  the 
face  of  the  filmy  lake. 

At  its  extreme  verge  was   a  platform   upon 
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-which  Stood  high  the  statue  of  the  Goddess 
shrouded  in  a  dark  veil,  entirely  conceal- 
ing her  form,  A  few  guards  of  the  priest- 
hood were  watching  drowsily  around. 

To  the  east  the  lake  Btretched  away  in 
gloomy  darkness,  apparently  without  a 
boundary;  but  on  every  other  side  it  was 
bordered  by  rocks  ant!  pines  that  seemed  to 
vie  with  each  other  in  height. 

The  heavens  were  dark  with  cloud  and  not  a 
star  looked  down  upon  the  scene.  It  was  mid- 
night. At  length  a  discordant  hymn  came  ring- 
ing mournfully  through  the  forest,  and  the  dis- 
tant tread  of  coming  multitudes  might  be  heard. 
Presently  a  long  procession  of  heathen  priests 
struggled  into  sight  through  the  dim  shade, 
clad  in  sable  stoles  and  bearing  torches,  whose 
lurid  flame  gave  but  little  light  to  the  deep 
nocturnal  gloom,  and  only  shewed  where  the  long 
train  that  bore  them,  like   a   huge   coiling  ser- 
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pent  wound  itself  nearer  and  nearer  through 
the  rocks.  With  them  came  a  countless  multi- 
tude, but  no  voice  was  raised  save  the  low 
choral  of  the  chaun ted  hymn.  Ye  could  but 
hear  their  muffled  tread  and  guess  at  their  num- 
bers by  the  deadened  sound  shaking  the 
earth. 

At  their  approach  the  vestals,  ^ho  watched 
aruuud  the  statue,  broke  from  their  drowsy 
rest  and  sunk  before  it  in  muttered  prayer. 

The  procession  arrived,  the  hymn  ceased, 
and  the  masses  that  came  from  the  depth  of  the 
forest  gathered  thick  and  silent  around  the 
lake.  No  torch  was  permitted  save  those  borne 
by  the  priesthood,  do  boat  was  on  the  water, 
and  wisely  was  it  thus  decreed,  lest  the  eye 
of  Gurioaity  might  see  or  tind  means  to  approach 
whilst  the  mysteries  were  being  consummated. 

Led  by  the  Sea-king,  his  gigantic  i 
bands  now  drew  near  and  ranged  themselves 
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4it  the  head  of  the  lake^  near  the  statue  of  the 
goddess.  Lyndarn^  in  sable  armour^  was  by 
his  side,  glaring  with  a  look  of  triumphant 
malice  on  the  victim  to  be  sacrificed.—  It  was 
Altren. 

When  the  captive  reached  the  banks  of  the 
lake,  guarded  in  the  midst  of  the  priests,  he 
raised  his  voice  to  address  the  multitude,  but 
at  that  instant  the  high  priest  of  Hertha  ad- 
vanced, and  commanded  the  rites  to  com- 
mence. Then  burst  the  clamour  of  a  thousand 
harsh,  barbaric  instruments,  drowning  all  other 
sounds.  The  fettered  Altren  struggled  not. 
Calm  resignation  sat  on  his  pale  and  haughty 
brow,  but  a  flash  of  contempt  lightened  in  his 
eye,  as  he  beheld  a  christian  priest  sanctioning 
by  his  presence  the  blood-polluted  rites  of  a 
heathen  goddess.  Once,  and  but  once,  he 
raised  his  voice,  and  raised  it  loud — so  loud. 
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that  the  crash  of  instruments  Eieemed  for  a 
moment  stunned  into  silence  bj  its  thunder. 
But  one  word  he  spake — and  that  word  struck 
the  echoes  till  the  forest  trembled. 

*'  Lyndam  I " 

The  Abbot  started  with  unconquerable  ter- 
ror at  the  sound — every  eye  was  turned 
towards  hini— every  one  knew  of  his  presence 
— it  seemed  as  though  that  call  must  be  heard 
through  all  the  land.  The  Pagans  gazed  an- 
grily on  the  Christian  intruder — that  narrjc 
wojld  ring  in  the  ear  of  the  brethren  of  the 
church  and  condemn  him  1  All  heard  and  felt 
the  reproof,  and  Lyndarn  turned  and  fled  be- 
fore the  breath  of  the  doomed  Altren. 

As  the  rites  proceeded,  the  captive  chief  was 
dragged  and  chained  to  the  platform.  The 
priests,  after  having  administered  the  usual 
ceremonies  around  the  statue  of  the  goddess, 
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regained  the  land — ^the  platform  was  heaved 
from  the  shore,  and  advanced  further  into  the 
lake. 

Fearful  was  the  s^ht  presented  to  Altren — 
dreadful  were  the  anticipations  of  an  unknown, 
but  inevitable  and  mysterious  death !  AH  the 
past  rushed  at  once  upon  his  mind  and  cen- 
tered in  indignation  at  so  ignominious  a  fall, 
and  in  regret  that  he  had  let  the  hour  of  escape 
fleet  by,  lured  to  destruction  by  the  fatally  fair 
Meresvel. 

But  regret  for  the  past  was  as  unavailing  as 
had  proved  its  transient  glories;  the  stem 
reality  rose  around  as  sable-fingered  fate  was 
drawing  closer  the  veil  which  would  soon 
shroud  the  past  and  present  from  his  view. 
Above  him  rose  dark  and  motionless  the  statue 
of  the  goddess,  while  he  lay  chained  and 
cowering  at  her  feet,  a  few  tottering  planks 
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alone  separating  him  from  the  black  and 
slimy  gulph^  which  spread  deep,  glazed,  and 
still  beneath. 

On  the  shore  reigned  impenetrable  gloom, 
which  the  lurid  torches  carried  by  the  priests 
scarcely  dissipated  enough  to  reveal  the  grim 
and  giant  forms  of  the  multitudes  crawding  to 
the  water's  edge,  motionless  with  awe  and  ex- 
pectation, above  whom  funereal  pines  were 
interwoven  in  a  web  of  deepest  darkness,  whilst 
the  wild  discordant  sound  of  numberless  instru- 
ments gave  a  horrid  life  to  the  strange,  un- 
earthly scene. 

Appalled,  but  firm,.  Altren  looked  upon  the 
dark,  terrific  statue. — The  sable  draperies 
moved— it  bowed  its  head^  and  bent  over  the 
prostrate  knight.  Awe  and  wonder  overcame 
him,  and  involuntarily  '  he  called  on 
Christ ! 
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Fear  not^  Altren  !  If  aught  can  save  thee, 
thou  shalt  yet  be  saved." 

Thus  spoke  the  goddess,  and  bending  low, 
undid  the  fetters  of  her  victim. 

*^  Great  mercy  of  heaven  !*'  exclaimed  Altren. 
"  Say,  mysterious  being !  what  art  thou  ?'* 

Hertha  motioned  him  to  silence,  but  an« 
swered  not.  At  this  moment  a  boat  came 
hastily  up  the  lake  from  the  eastward,  but 
scarcely  discernible  through  the  darkness. 

The  statue  waved  its  arms  eagerly  towards 
it — **  Oh !  hasten !  hasten !  or  we  sink  V 

Scarce  had  she  spoken  when  the  platform 
began  to  tremble — to  rock  from  side  to  side, 
and  then  settle  slowly  down  in  the  water. 

The  priests  on  shore  had  given  tlie  signal, 
and  the  supporting  cables  had  been  severed ; 
it  was  a  fearful  moment. 

"  Haste !  oh,  haste  !"  cried  Hertha  to  the 
approaching  bark. 
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Up  from  his  death-like  traace,  from  his 
awe-strickea  Btupor  sprung  Attren ;  re-avak- 
eaed  to  life  and  hope.  He  flung  his  arms 
around  the  trembling  form  beside  him.  No 
statue  that!  A  yielding,  timid  maid  sank 
powerless  with  terror  on  his  breast '. 

Lower  and  deeper  settled  the  platform,  e.en 
to  the  black  lip  of  the  filmy  water  !  One  mi- 
nute more  and  they  must  be  engulphed. 

The  boat  was  near,  and  the  form  within 
struggled  bravely  on,  but  was  faint  and  over- 
spent with  toil. 

"  Oh  God  !  He  is  too  late  !  the  eddies  are 
rippling  around  us, — we  are  sinking !  we  are 
sinking !"  cried  Hertha,  and  fell  almost  life- 
less from  the  arms  of  Altren. 

As  she  spoke  the  platform  had  already  settled 
lower  than  the  surface  of  the  water,  and  the 
black  shmy  waves  were  sliding  quicker  and  io 
greater  volume   over  its  edges   ao     that    the 
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gurgling  eddies,  caused  by  the  sinking  mass, 
could  be  distinctly  heard  and  felt.  At  this 
instant,  when  on  the  verge  of  death  the  suc- 
cour came  within  reach,  and  Altren,with 
Hertha  in  his  arms  leaped  Irom  the  disappear* 
ing  float  and  gained  the  bark. 

A  man  closely  mufHed  sat  wilhin,  apparently 
exhausted,  but  throwing  an  oar  to  Altren  cried 
almost  breathless :   "  to  the  east,  to  the  east !  " 

With  theu-  joint  exertions  the  boat  clove 
swiftly  through  the  dark  water,  and  the  dis- 
cordant sounds  of  the  harsh  minstrelsy  soon 
died  away  far  behind. 

Their  flight  had  not  been  perceived  by  those 
on  the  shore,  so  deep  was  the  darkness  of  the 
night,  and  so  swiftly  was  the  rescue  effected. 
It  was  fortunate  however,  that  Lyndarn  had 
fletl,  for  with  keen  and  eager  eye  he  would  have 
watched  his  victim  too  well,  not  to  have  re- 
marked hia  escape. 
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When  the  waters  again  closed  above  the 
sunken  platform^  there  was  not  one  who  did  not 
believe,  that  Altren  bad  disappeared  with 
the  statue  of  the  Goddess  I 

Meanwhile  the  fugitives  sped  swiftly  from 
the  scene  of  danger,  and  landed  beneath  a  rock 
at  a  long  distance  from  the  spot  of  their  flight. 
Hertha,  committed  to  the  care  of  AUren's  wea-r 
ried  companion  during  his  strenuous  efforts  to 
escape,  now  recovered,  led  them  into  the  depth 
of  the  forest. 

Silently  they  hurried  onward  amid  the 
gloom,  in  anxious  suspense — for  the  maraud- 
ing bands  of  the  Sea-king  were  abroad. 
When  at  length  they  paused  to  rest,  the 
aged  man  who  had  brought  the  boat  to 
their  aid  flung  himself  at  the  feet  of  Altren 
and  disclosed  to  him  the  loved  bard  of  his 
house,  the  venerable  Yrplin. 
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Joyful  was  their  meetings  but  Altren  turned 
to  his  unknown  deliverer^  who  still  remained 
shrouded  in  her  sable  veil. 

^  Say,  who  or  what  art  thou,  mysterious 
angel,  that  hast  thus  wrought  my 
liberty !" 

'*  A  name  thou  reckest  not  of,  O  knight  1  it 
listeth  not  to  tell;  suffice  it  that  thou  art  free. 
This  is  no  spot  for  tarry ;  we  are  yet  too  near 
our  foes.  Fly  knight !  fly  to  Errol.  He  will 
receive  and  shelter  thee." 

''  With  thee !''  cried  Altren. 

"  No  I  am  safe.  Thou  must  fly  alone — 
alone  !  Else  thou  canst  not  escape.—- Yrplin 
too  must  remain  with  me,  our  united  flight 
would  be  our  destruction.     Farewell  !^' 

Before  the  chief  could  answer  a  trampling 
\iras  heard  in  the  forest,  and  an  armed  band 
surrounded  them;    they  now  deemed  them- 
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selvea  irrecovenibly  lost.     But  to  the  question 
of  their  leader  Yrp!in  instantly  replied : 

"  Know  ye  not  the  daughter  of  your  lord? 
MereBvel,  the  lady  of  the  eea  !  Back  vassals  ! 
and  break  not  on  her  path." 

The  soldiers  withdrew,  without  farther 
questioning  the  truth  .of  his  statementr  and 
not  even  looking  upon  the  chief,  who  stood 
half  concealed  by  the  gloom. 

Scarcely  were  they  gone,  when  Altren's 
deliverer  again  urging  upon  him  the  necessity 
of  flight,  and  alone,  before  he  could 
question  or  reply,  accompanied  by  Trplin, 
dived  into  the  depths  of  the  forest  and 
disappeared.  The  knight  attempted  to  pursue 
them,  but  they  knew  the  intricacies  of  the 
way  better,  and  he  was  forced  to  desist.  lie 
still  lingered  on  the  spot,  but  the  voice  of 
reason  bade  him  depart,  and  vowing  eternal 
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love  and  gratitude  to  the  beauteous  Mer- 
esvel,  whom  Trplin  had  proclaimed  as  his 
deliverer,  he  fled  in  the  direction  she  had 
assigned  and  hastened  towards  the  camp  of 
Errol. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


JiONG  before  the  consummation  of  the  Pagan 
riteS;  Lyndarn  bad  fled  at  the  call  of  Altren, 
struck  by  one  of  those  sudden  impulses  of 
terror,  which  born  of  conscience^  defy  resis- 
tance and  elude  definition.  He  wandered 
hurriedly  through  the  forest  in  the  direction  of 
Saint  Emmeran^  now  enjoying  his  triumph 
over  his  victim,  now  filled  with  a  vague  terror 
at  finding  himself  benighted  in  a  place    so 
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especially  dedicated  to  a  Pagan  deity ;  for  the 
members  of  the  church  in  those  days,  though 
they  denied  the  divinity  of  the  heathen  gods, 
idmitted  their  supernatural  power,  and  acknow- 
ledged their  existence  under  the  name  of 
lemons. 

Hurriedly  he  wandered  on,  now  pausing  to 
listen  to  the  doleful  moan  of  the  coming  wind 
as  it  beat  on  the  distant  skirts  of  the  forest, — 
now  to  the  quick  rustling  tread  of  some  beast 
of  prey,  that  half  fiercely  half  timidly  darted 
ithwart  his  path. 

The  only  light  the  Abbot  had  to  guide  him, 
was  the  deceitful  meteor,  which,  passing  in 
mockery,  shed  a  brief  and  lurid  gleam  on  his  sa- 
ble armour,  and  then  vanished  even  as  the  foul 
ray  of  ambition  that  led  his  thoughts — equally 
deceptive,  equally  transient,  and  equally  sinis- 
ter.— ^Long  and  far  had  he  progressed,  but  the 
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farther  he  roamed,  the  less  could  he  find  the 
way  which  led  to  Samt  Emmeran.  In  vain  he 
listened  for  the  sound  of  the  multitudes  retir- 
ing from  the  festival,  in  vain  he  looked  for  the 
torches  of  the  procession. — Suddenly  he  be- 
held the  glimmer  of  a  lamp  immediately  before 
him,  burning  beneath  an  arch  overgrown  with  ivy, 
which  led  into  the  hollow  of  a  rock,  and  placed 
apparently  so  as  to  court  observation.  He 
started  at  the  apparition ;  for  such  it  seemed 
to  him,  so  suddenly  had  it  burst  into  sight— 
but  before  he  could  retire,  a  female  form, 
haggard  and  ghastly,  stepped  from  forth  the 
arch  and  beckoned  him  to  enter. 

"  Come—come  !  There  is  no  one  here  !  ye 
are  safe.     But  I  have  waited  long.** 

Involuntarily  Lyndarn  obeyed  the  signal 
and  entered.  A  sight,  part  of  loveliness,  part 
of    fear,  greeted   his  eyes.       A  high   roofed 
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grotto  rose  around  him^  the  sides  of  which  from 
the  vault  to  the  ground  were  covered  with 
flowers  of  luxuriant  growth.  A  carpet  of 
greensward  spread  beneath  his  feet,and  a  screen 
of  ivy  hung  before  and  almost  concealed  the 
entrance  arch. — A  spring  bubbled  forth  from 
one  side  of  the  rock^  and  in  its  narrow  bed^  like 
a  chain  of  diamonds^  passed  sparkling  close 
before  the  cave. — In  a  corner  laid  a  hound  of  a 
noble  breeds  but  weak  with  age. — ^As  Lyndarn 
entered^  it  essayed  to  rise  and  repel  the  in- 
truder, but  stricken  with  years,  the  faithful 
beast  sank  exhausted  to  the  ground.  A  block 
of  granite,  smothened  by  the  hand  of  time, 
was  in  the  centre  of  the  grotto,  and  served  as 
a  table ;  on  it  now  stood  the  4amp  which 
threw  its  faint  light  on  the  figure  of  an  aged 
woman,  worn  and  wan  with  woe,  and  half 
shrouded  in  a  white  and  tattered  garment. 

B  3 
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A  secret  awe  seized  Lyndarn^  she  looked 
so  like  the  evil  spirit  of  the  place. 

Not  less  did  she  appear  surprised,  and 
struck  at  the  sight  of  the  Abbot.  He  was 
evidently  not  the  guest  she  had  expected.«-A 
death-like  paleness  came  over  her,  her  strength 
seemed  to  fail,  and  she  leaned  for  support 
against  the  chilly  stone.  But  the  internal 
^i^gglc  ^^^  short.  A  bitter  smile,  almost 
more  of  triumph  than  of  hate,  one  long  keen 
look  and  she  drew  her  cowl  close  around  her^ 
and  gazed  on  the  intruder  in  passive  silence. 

*^  Benighted  in  the  forest,^'  began  Lyndarn^ 
who  felt  his  heart  sink  within  him,  he  knew 
not  why,  though  armed  and  alone  with  an 
aged,  helpless  woman. 

"  It  is  well.     Rest  thee." 

Her  stern  harsh  voice  stopped  his  wordsj 
and  he  sat  down  in   silence,  while  she  raised 
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the  lamp  and  placed  it  close  before  him^  that 
its  light  might  fall  on  his  features,  and  leave 
her  own  in  the  shade.  She  advanced  towards 
the  entrance^  and  seated  herself  before  it  as 
though  she  would  bar  the  egress  of  her 
guest. 

*^  Knight !  Wast  thou  at  the  festival  of 
Hertha?'' 

"  I  ? — No  !*'  replied  Lyndam,  somewhat 
relieved  by  the  sound  of  her  voice,  ^^  but  I 
have  spoken  with  those  who  came  from  it  even 
now." 

"  How  passed  the  rites  ?  was  the  victim 
sacrificed  ?  It  was  a  ^Christian  chief,  was 
it  not?*' 

**  Ay  !'*  cried  Lyndarn,  kindling  as  he 
spoke,  "  the  traitor  fell  !'*  and  then  recollecting 
himself,  he  added,  ^^  yes  !  he  perished.  Altren 
perished !'' 

**  Perished  !  art  thou  sure  ?'' 
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"  Yesf   I  saw — ^that  is,  I  heard — Nay  I  am 
sure.'* 

^  And  was  none  other  there  ?'' 

^'  Nay,  woman  !  How  know  I,  or  what  may 
that  be  unto  thee?  But  suffice  it,  he  is  no  more. 
Altren  died  \    Altren  died  P* 

^^  And  Hertha !   was  she  too  en^ilpbed  ?' 

^^  Ay  !  the  goddess  sunk  too,  she  perished 
with  her  votary  \    Ha  f    Ha  !*• 

He  smiled  with  satisfied  hate,  but  that  smile 
soon  vanished  before  the  ghastly  look  of  his 
interrogator.  A  paleness  more  deadly  than 
before  overspread  her  face — her  lips  quivered, 
and  her  keen  eyes  pierced  him  with  their  gaze. 
But  she  spoke  not  and  silence  reigned  between 
them. 

Unable  to  bear  that  silence,  and  awed  by 
the  aspect  of  his  mysterious  compani<m, 
Lyndarn  tried  to  dispel  the  gloom  which  came 
over  his  spirit. 
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"  Ye  have  a  fair  dwelling  here,  kind 
hostess/' 

**  Yea !  it  is  fair.  But  woe  unto  those  that 
drove  me  to  its  shelter/' 

She  paused,  and  looked  wildly  and  sternly 
at  Lyndarn,  who  felt,  he  knew  not  why^^  as 
though  these  words  were  aimed  at  him. 

« Who  then  hath  driven  thee  to  seek  this 
spot  ?  perhaps  the  cause  was  one  of  thine  own 
nwking/' 

**  Scoff  not  !*'  she  cried,  starting  up  with 
fury  in  her  eyes,  then  reseating  herself,  she 
added,  ^^  mayhap  the  stranger  knight  would 
love  to  hear  the  tale.  The  history  of  a  broken 
heart.     It  might  amuse  him  !'' 

^*  Proceed,"  cried  Lyndarn  carelessly,  for 
his  thoughts  were  again  with  Altren. 

"  1  am  the  daughter  of  a  noble  house,  once 
holding  feudal  sway  over  many  a  broad  land 
on  the  banks  of  the  northern  main.    Behold 
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me  now  }  The  last  survivor  of  my  race^  save 
one,  and  she  a  child  of  crime  !  I  once  was 
beautiful.  Behold  me  now,  the  wreck  of 
sorrow !  I  once  was  innocent !  Oh,  God !  I 
am  so  still.  Still !  the  crime  rests  not  with 
me  !  No  !  not  with  me.  Almighty  God  !  thou 
knowest  I" 

Her  sorrow  for  a  moment  overpowered  her, 
she  sunk  on  her  knees  and  prayed,  or  strove 
to  pray,  but  her  prayers  were  sobs,  yet  they 
were  eloquent  I  Lyndarn  smiled,  she  beheld 
it.  With  altered  voice  and  manner  she  arose, 
and  in  a  cold  unimpassioncd  tone  continued 
her  tale. 

"  While  yet  I  lived  in  happiness,  a  warrior 
came  to  woo  me.  He  was  comely  and  of 
noble  bearing.  Though  already  in  the  summer 
of  life,  the  hand  of  time  was  scarcely  per- 
ceptable  on  his  lofty  brow.  I  listened  to  his 
suit,  and  I  loved.    Our   passion  remained  a 
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secret  from  1117  sire  for  the  knight  proclaimed 
himself  the  heir  of  a  feudal  enemy  of  our 
house^  and  a  Christian ;  and  though  I  secretly 
adhered  to  the  faith  of  Christ,  my  father  still 
owned  allegiance  to  the  Gods  of  his  ancestors, 
and  had  sworn  eternal  hatred  to  the  new 
belief.  It  matters  not  with  what  name  the 
traitor  graced  his  specious  tale,  nor  how  be 
triumphed  ov«r  my  credulity ;  suffice  it — ^he 
bore  me  secretly  to  his  castle.  It  was  night 
when  we  arrived  at  its  gates,  and  when  they 
dosed  behind  me,  I  found  myself  in  a  Mm-- 
a&ttry  /    And  the  knight  was  its  Abbot  I 

<*  Too  late  to  repent,  I  was  the  irictim  of  his 
wiles,  but  fired  by  the  wish  of  vengeance,  I 
contrived  to  inform  my  father  of  the  treachery, 
and  name  of  my  ravisheiv  and  of  my  then 
abode. 

^  My  sire  came  with  all  the  kinsmen  of  his. 

K  5 
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house,  but  in  vain  was  his  endeavour  to  rescue 
me,  he  was  of  the  aneient  faith  of  the  land» 
and  the  powers  of  Christianity  were  of  course 
arrayed  against  us^  The  Abbot  headed  the 
hostile  forces  and  with  his  own  hand  slew  my 
nobte  fiither  i  AH  my  kindred  pmshed, 
pursued  with  unrelenting  bigotry,  and  when 
the  work  of  Uood  was  finished,  a  song  of 
triumph  was  raised  in  the  Christians'  land  for 
the  destruction  of  the  enenues  of  their  faith. 
I  was  the  helpless  victim  of  the  mitred 
tyrant.  But  insulted  Hei»ren  helped  me^  and 
I  escaped.  Deities  or  demons,  I  know  not 
which,  but  the  Valkyri,  heard  my  vow,  and 
I  fled. 

^^  The  tyrant  scarcely  deigned  to  pursue, 
and  I  sought  a  refuge  ixi  a  foreign  land. 
There  the  child  of  my  sorrow,  but  its  only 
solace,,  was  bom,  and  I  nursed  a  daughter  to 
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become. — Oh,  no !  nut  another  victim  to  the 
Christian — ^No  I  my  avenger  !  if  /  should  fail 
to  avenge  my  wrongs. 

^  I  bade  her  shun  that  faith  whose  priests 
were  lawless  tyrants,  and  vowed  her  a  secret 
priestess  to  the  Goddess  Hertha,  and  behold 
these  flowers  which  bloom  around  me  are  the 
emblems  of  her  homage  to  the  mother 
earth.. 

"  Misery  followed  my  steps  and  often  should 
we  have  perished  from  want  had  it  not  been 
for  yon  noble  hound.  He  was  our  only 
feithfiil  friend,  our  only  true  companion  I 
Often  would  he  pursue  the  beasts  of  the 
forest  and  bring  them  to  our  feet  untouched,, 

though  sharp  hunger  gnawed  at    his    heart. 

Often  would  be  watch  through   the  livelong 

night  around  our  chilly  sleep  !'    And  behold  ! 

my  faithful  friend,,     Thou,  are  now  old   and 
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feeble^  and  thy  good  heart  wUl  soon  cease  to 
beat  responsive  to  my  calL 

*^  Misery  still  followed  xny  steps-«but  I  lived 
on — ^lived  on  these  leng  years  for  vengeance  ! 
And  at  length  the  time  approached. 

^^  The  lord  of  the  land  which  the  priest  bad 
usurped,  returned  to  ckim  his  own  ;  triumph 
waited  upon  the  righteous,  but  the  fiends  at 
last  prevailed,  and  the  hero  has  fallen  beneath 
the  spoiler,  even  as  low  as  feU  the  helpless 
maid !  Yet,^  triumph  not — for  vengeance  will 
come !  'Twijil  come,  and  with  redoubled 
force ! 

^^  Such  is  my  tale,''  she  continued  calmly, 
**  now  fail  the  names  to  solve  the  mystery — 
the  tyrant  and  his  victim  ! 

^*  Look  Lyndarn  [  Thou  art  he  I  and  I  am 
Hronhilde  P' 

Back  fell  the  cowl  from  her  fac^— uncon- 
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querable  fury  flashed  from  her  eyes  —  her 
form  dilated  with  intensity  of  passion  and 
threateningly  and  wildly  she  sprung  from  her 
seat  and  stood  confronting  the  Abbot, 

He  started  backward^  pale  terror  was  de- 
picted in  eyery  feature* 

«*  Ha  !'^  she  continued  in  calm  irony  *'thou 
art  again  a  knight — that  bodes  no  good !  But 
mtthinks  the  armour  suits  thee  passing  well ! 
How  Uke  a  goodly  paladin  thou  lookest !  How 
like  a  youthful  bridegroom  P 

With  keen  hate  and  scorn  she  stood  gazing 
on  him,  as  he  cowered  before  her  in  a  corner 
of  the  cave. 

*^  Say  I  how  is  it  in  thy  castle  ?  Is  it  decked 
for  a  bridal  feast^  or  does  its  lord  levy  war 
against  the  Pagans  ?'* 

'^  Monster  P'  she  cried^  as  again  passion 
swept  uncontrolably  over  her  souL         Thy 
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doom  is  near  at  hand.  Thou  shak  fall  in  thy 
power.  Thon  shalt  die  with  a  curse  from  the 
sons  of  Odin^  and  the  followers  of  Christ,  and 
I  will  tread  upon  thy  unholy  grave  1*^ 

*^  Silence  woman !  incense  me  not  io  crush 
thee !  Wretch,  what  know  I  of  thee  or  thy 
specious  tale  y* 

« 

She  answered  not,  but  bent  on  him  her 
fixed  and  fearful  gaze. 

^^Go  speak  it  to  the  winds  ^''  cried  he. 
^^  They  will  heed  thee  more  than  I." 

She  answered  not  but  continued  her  sinister 

« 

glance  ! 

**  Back !  Give  way  f  Or  I  will  difcstroy 
thee/' 

The  aged  hound  half  rose  from  the  earth  as 
though  to  defend  his  mistress,,  and^  Lyndarr,, 
starting  forward  in  frantic  anger,  plunged  his 
aword  into  the  faithful  beast,,  that  fell  dead  ad 
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the  feet  of  Hronhilde,  and  still  in  dying  raised 
its  eyes  implcMingly  to  her  face. 

For  a  moment  sorrow  banished  every  other 
sensation  from  her  breast^  as  she  bent  over  her 
dying  favorite^  her  unrequited  friend.  But 
she  arose  again^  calm^  pale^  and  cold. 

"Lycdam!*^  she  cried,  ^*may  the  curse 
of  Hronhilde  sear  thy  heart.  Thou  mayest  de- 
part —  but  remember !  From  henceforth,  I 
leave  thee  not ! — I  shall  be  ever  at  thy  side  to 
point  the  steel  of  the  avenger  to  thy  heart  !— 
Till  thou  shalt  perish,  will  I  leave  thee  not ; 
mark !  Ere  the  winter  sun  shall  set  behind  the 
spires  of  Altren — ere  the  winter  cold  shall 
bind  yon  brook  and  ice  my  heart  in  death, 
thou  shalt  perish  f  And  in  thy  hour  of  doom, 
wiH  I  hang  over  thee, — thy  incarnate  curse  I''* 

Frantically    Lyndam    lifted    the      stained 
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weapon.  Calm  and  fearless  stood  bis  victim ; 
the  light  of  the  lamp  fell  full  upon  her  face — 
and  she  gazed npon  him!  The  sword  smote 
her  not^  but  he  dashed  the  lamp  to  the  ground 
and  fled  from  the  cave» 


THE   WOOD     SPIRIT.  89 


CHAPTER  VI. 


With  speechless  hate  Hronhilde  looked  after 
the  Abbots  as  he  darted  into  the  forest.  It 
was  but  for  a  moment,  and  then  she  bent  in 
sorrow  above  her  poor,  murdered  hound,  that 
laid  lifeless  at  her  feet.  She  kissed  its  rough 
brow,  which  to  her  had  never  worn  a  frown — 
she  looked  into  its  glazed  eyes  which  were 
wont  to  sparkle  joyous  at  her  approach,  slie 
felt  for  the  throb  of  its  cold,  still  heart,  that 
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was  wont  to  beat  warmer  when  she  called  ! — 
In  mute  despair^  she  hung  over  the  companion 
of  her  wanderings^  as  though  forgetful  of  her 
other  greater  woes  in  that  single  present 
grief. 

The  noise  of  coming  feet  disturbed  her,  she 
started  up — "  Ha!  Lyndarn,  art  thou  so 
prompt  to  execute?  Well  knew  I  this 
would  no  longer  be  safe  dwelling-place  for  me. 
But  I  thought  not  the  death-blow  would  come 
so  soon/' 

Her  fear  was  quickly  dispelled,  when  a  girl 
of  wondrous  beauty, — her  brow  wreathed  with 
flowers,  like  a  spirit  of  the  valley,  entered  the 
grotto,  followed  by  an  aged  man,  and  a  maiden 
closely  veiled  in  sable  garments. 

^*  My  daughter !  Is  it  thou  ? — Art  thou 
safe?  Yrplin !  Agatha!  Have  ye  then 
escaped  ?  But  where  is  Altren  ?  Oh  say  it 
was  false  !     He  has  not  perished.^' 
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"  He  is  safe!  He  is  free^  thanks  to  thy  pro- 
tecting mercy^  O,  Hertha  I  He  is  safe^  mother^ 
and  now  speeds  on  his  way  to  Errol^''  cried 
the  young  votary  of  the  goddess. 

*'  Then  heaven  be  praised  1  Or  thy  deity 
my  daughter.  But  say,  how  escaped  he,  and 
how  was  yon  maiden  rescued  from  the  den  of 
the  tyrant !'' 

^  No  sooner  had  I  heard  of  the  defeat  and 
captivity  of  the  Lord  Altren/'  replied  the 
young  priestess  of  Hertha,  ^^  than  auguring 
what  would  be  his  fate,  I  strove  by  every 
means  to  accomplish  his  deliverance.  Fortu- 
nate was  iiy  that  the  Sea-king  had  determined 
to  sacrifice  him  at  the  rites  of  Hertha.  As 
priestess  of  the  deity  I  gained  free  access  to 
her  sanctuary,  and  to  the  Court  of  the  Sea- 
Icing.  There  I  met  with  Yrplin,  the  aged 
bard  of  Altren,  who  first  told  me  of  the  pre-  . 
destined  fate  of  his  lord,  and  of  the  captivity 
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of  Agatha,  Through  Yrplin  I  gained  access 
to  the  maiden,  and  wrought  her  liberty.  In 
vain  I  tried  to  free  ^Itren.     He  might  have 

;aped  in  an  auspicious  hour,  but  when  I  was 
near  to  save  him,  he  let  the  precious  time 
fleet  by — Oh !  heaven  !  — Meresvel — was  dearer 
than  liberty ! 

"  Then,  mother,  when  almost  despairing  of 
I  Qed  with  the  rescued  Agatha  to 
you,  and  you  shielded  her  in  this  grotto,— 
then  a  thought,  an  inspiration  sent  by  Hertha, 
prompted  me  to  save,  and  shewed  the  means. 
1  was  the  priesteBS  who  was  to  watch  by  the 
statue  of  the  goddess  on  the  holy  night ! — I  im- 
parted my  plan  to  Agatha,  scarcely  hoping 
that  she  would  peril  life  on  so  desperate  a 
venture.  But  the  heroic  girl  acceded  joyously 
to  my  wish,  she  volunteered  to  take  the  danger- 
ous part  allotted  to  her,  and  jointly  we  now 
laboured  to  accomplish  the  liberty  of  Altren. 
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The  fatal  iiigbt  had  come ;  I  was  to  watch 
by  the  deity,  and  fervently  did  I  invoke  her 
aid^  and  implore  her  to  strengthen  the  heart 
of  Agatha ! 

*'  But  she  failed  not — the  noble  girl  shrank 
not  beneath  the  perilous  venture  I  I  had  con- 
cealed her  in  the  sacred  forest,  and  when  dark- 
ness had  closed  around  us,  and  my  companions 
were  all  sunk  in  sleep,  I  called  her  forth  from 
her  hiding-place* 

^^  Anxiously  and  silently  we  advanced  to  the 
foot  of  the  statue — all  was  dark  and  still — the 
guardians  of  the  goddess  slumbered  around. 

*^  An  indescribable  fear  came  over  me,  and  I 
dared  not  touch  the  sacred  image  with  pro- 
faning hands.  I  sank  on  the  earth  in  an  agony 
of  prayer,  and  implored  Hertha  to  forgive  and 
strengthen.  But  methought  the  dark  goddess 
frowned  upon  me,  and  I  should  have  resigned 
the  endeavour  and  succumbed  beneath  my  ter- 
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rors  had  it  not  been  for  Agatha.  Thou  know* 
est^  mother,  that  she  adores  the  Christian's  Grod 
— she  called  on  him  while  I  was  motionless. with 
awe ;  drawing  forth  a  crucifix,  she  commenced 
disrobing  the  goddess. — O  Hertha !  pardon  the 
profanation^  and  frown  not  at  the  innocent 
deception,  to  save  a  hero's  life. 

''The  awful  garments  fell!  and  sure  it  was 
thy  kindness  goddess !  that  ordained  it  thus,  to 
relieve  our  fears,  for  they  unveiled  not  the 
dread  presence,  not  the  statue  miraculously 
animate  on  that  fearful  night, — but  a  shapeless 
mass  of  unhewn  wood,  even  as  the  trunk  of  a 
felled  tree ! 

'^  Joyously  I  accepted  the  omen !  For  I 
beheld  in  it  a  sign  that  Hertha  had  not  sancti- 
fied the  rites  w^ith  her  presence^  and  would  not 
take  cognizance  of  our  profaning  her 
mysteries.     But    Agatha  triumphing   in    her 
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disbelief^  said^  ^thus  were  all  the  gods  of  the 
olden  faith/ 

^  At  this  sight  fear  forsook  me^  and  jointly 
we  laboured  at  the  accomplishment  of  our 
dangerous  purpose. 

^'  With  united  efforts  we  cast  the  shapeless 
trunk  off  the  platform  into  the  lake^  and 
Agatha^  arraying  herself  in  the  sable  robes 
which  had  clothed  it,  and  given  it  the  semblance 
of  life,  assumed  the  position  and  character  of 
the  deity. 

**  Would  that  I  could  have  taken  her  place, 
would  that  all  the  peril  and  the  danger  had 
been  mine  !  but  my  absence  would  have  been 
remarked,  for  I  was  the  officiating  priestess 
of  the  night,  and  thus  all  would  have  been 
lost. 

*'  Yrplin,  who  participated  in  the  plot,  and 
whose  easy  captivity  allowed  him  the  means 
of  absenting  himself  unobserved,  procured   a 
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boat  and  had  sworn    to    rescue    Altren  and 
Agatha  from  the  sinking  platform. 

^^  O,  what  terror  did  I  not  suffer  during 
those  dreadful  rites  !  What  agony ! — I  saw 
him — I  saw  the  god-like  chief  dragged  to  his 
doom — I  heard  his  voice  !  and  then  darkness 
came  and  enveloped  all  1  Merciful  Heaven ! 
methought  I  heard  the  distant  stoke  of  an  oar ; 
and  then  came  the  sullen  sound  of  the  waters 
gurgling  and  closing  over  the  platform ;  then 
one  harsh  and  clamorous  strain  of  all  the 
instruments  sounding  a  signal  of  the  finished 
worship,  and  all  was  still.  I  then  again  thought 
I  heard  the  dash  of  an  oar,  which  was  im- 
mediately drowned  in  the  rush  of  the  depart- 
ing multitudes  after  the  closing  prayer. 

*^  Breathlessly  I  hurried  to  the  appointed 
spot,  where  the  fugitives  were  to  land  after 
their  escape.  They  were  not  there,  but  on  the 
shore  was  an   untenanted  boat.     Frantic  with 
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fearful  anticipations   I  wandered  on  through 

the  forest  in  search. 

**  At  length  I  met  Yrplin  and  Agatha ! — 

Allren  was  saved,  mother ;  oh,  he  was  saved  ! 

He  is  on  his  way  to  Errol^  and  we  have  re-. 

turned  in  safety !    the  tyrants  think  he  has 

perished,  for  so  deep  was  the  gloom  that  they 

could  not  see  his  flight. 

'^  Now,  mother — thank  heaven  and  Agatha, 
who  have  preserved  Altren — the  beloved — the 
avenger!'* 

Thus  spoke  the  priestess  of  the  Earth, 
and  threw  her  arms  around  the  neck  of  the 
lovely  girl,  who  stood  blushing  by  her  side, 
and  still  veiled  in  the  dark  robe  of  Hertha. 
Truly  looked  she  like  a  goddess ! — ^The  high 
resolve,  the  excitement  of  past  peril  still  glow- 
ing in  her  eyes,  with  the  blush  of  modesty  on 
her  cheek;  true  proof  of  what  the  high  soul 

VOL.  11.  F 
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can  dare,  and  the  undaunted  heart  can  exe- 
cute. 

Joy  was  in  every  breast — called  forth  by 
hope ;  even  Hronhilde  smiled^  for  the  avenger 
lived.  The  young  priestess  blushed^  for  the 
hero  was  saved^^-Agatha  joyed^  for  the  Chris- 
tian chief  was  rescued  from  the  fury  of  the 
Pagan ;  and  perchance  some  latent  hope^  some 
wish^  was  breathed  for  those,  or  one  of  those, 
who  followed  the  banner  of  Lord  Altren. 

Hronhilde  was  the  first  who  broke  the 
silence  which  succeeded  this  tale^  it  was  the 
silence  of  joy. 

**  We  must  away,  my  children ;  for  the 
tyrant   has  been    here,  the '  spoiler !     I  have 

soen  him  face  to  face — he  has  fled  before 
my  curse.  But  we  must  tarry  here  no  longer; 
if  we  fear  his  vengeance ;  even  now  we  must 
depart,    and  seek   another  refuge.     Go!  mj 
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children ;  beyond  yon  bills  is  the  sacred  grove 
of  Woden,  for  even  Hertha's  lake  is  too  near 
the  spoiler's  lair.  The  grove  of  Woden,  hallowed 
to  the  follower  of  the  Northern  Gods,  is  free 
from  the  intrusion  of  the  Christian,  for  even 
he  dreads  its  mysterious  shades.  There  ye 
may  dwell  in  safety.  For  myself,  I  will  away 
to  the  Camp  of  Errol,  and  stir  the  slumbering 
valour  of  the  baffled  chief.  And  Yrplin,  thou 
too  must  follow  me,  for  the  time  of  awakened 
vengeance  is  come.  So  shall  we  pass  through 
the  land,  rousing  the  faithful  hearts  with  the 
tidings  that  Lord  Altren  is  saved. — Farewell ! 
Bless  ye>  my  children.'' 


F  3 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


Jot  was  in  the  heart  of  Lyndarn^  when  on  ttie 
morning  after  his  triumph  over  Altren^  he  sur- 
veyed from  the  highest  tower  of  Saint  Emmeran 
the  surrounding  lands  of  the  noble  barony 
which  now  he  doubted  not  would  soon  hail 
him  lord.  He  reflected  on  the  past,  its  dan- 
gers, its  labours,  and  its  success,  now  sealed  hj 
the  last  crowning  triumph.  He  now  beheld  in 
himself  the  hierarch  sovereign  of  the  countiy^ 
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the  only  rival  of  his  influenee  being  the  Sea^ 
king,  from  ^vhose  once  necessary^  but  now 
fonnidable  friendship  he  sought  to  liberate 
himself^  or  to  gain  such  an  ascendancy  over 
him  as  would  render  him  but  a  powerful  ser- 
vant of  his  wiU.  Already  in  a  martial  point  of 
view  the  Abbot  felt  that  his  own  power  was 
great^  even  when  compared  with  that  df  his 
ally.  For  on  the  dissolution  of  the  union,  and 
the  flight  of  the  leagued  chieftains,  their 
troops^  in  great  part  consisting  of  out- 
laws, and  independent  septs  enlisted  under 
their  banners,  had  entered  and  now  remained 
in  the  service  of  Lyndarn,  who  well  knew  how 
to  cement  their  fealty,  by  rousing  their  fana- 
ticism and  gratifying  their  avarice.  These 
constituted  a  formidable  force,  and  were  ever 
so  hostilely  inclined  to  the  Pagan  powers,  that 
it    required    the   dexterity    and  consummate 
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policy  of  their  present  leader,  to  prevent  a 
collision  between  them,  and  to  make  them  act 
in  concord.  If  they  joined  the  baffled  chief- 
tains, it  was  evident  that  the  Sea-king  would 
find  it  impossible  to  maintain  his  conquests, 
and  the  knowledge  of  this  gave  Lyndam  a  tone 
of  superiority  far  different  from  the  manner  in 
which  he  had  first  courted  his  powerful  ally. 
This  change  towards  one  so  proud  and  war- 
like as  the  latter,  boded  no  long  continuance  of 
their  frtendsbip,  for  which  in  fact,  Lyndam  was 
no  longer  very  solicitous,  feeling  himself  able 
with  his  own  resources,  to  quell  whatever  wai 
hostile  to  his  plans,  now  that  Altren  was,  as  he 
believed,  no  longer  among  his  living  enemies, 
At  the  same  time  if  be  could  convert  the  Sea- 
king  into  a  passive  engine  of  bis  ambition,  it 
would  ensure  his  present  prosperity  beyond 
the  doubt  of  further  contest,  and  he  would  find 
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in  the  new  converts  more  fanatic  and  zealous 
adherents^  than  his  former  allies  had  ever  prov- 
ed themselves.  What  caused  him  under  these 
prosperous  circumstancesi  to  wish  perhaps 
more  for  the  friendship  of  the  Sea-king  than 
he  would  otherwise  have  done^  was,  that  Errol, 
formerly  his  most  devoted  folio  srer,  had^  after 
tfie  overthrow  of  Altren,  withdrawn  from 
further  intercourse^  and  was  collecting  his 
shuttered  powers  inland,  but  with  what  inten- 
tion was  as  yet  unknown ;  still  any  thing  short 
of  active  co-operation  was,  in  Lyndarn's  eyes, 
little  less  than  hostile. 

It  was  actuated  by  these  considerations  that 
the  Abbot  now  wholly  changed  his  line  of 
conduct,  and  feigned  to  be  a  zealous  adherent 
of  that  religion,  which  he  had  before  insulted 
by  his  participation  in  the  rites  of  the  Pagan 
worship.    His  object  was  now  to  convert  the 


Sea-lung  and  his  followers,  or  to  ejipel  them 
from  the  country.  If  he  succeeded  in  tlie 
former,  he  was  certain  that  they  would  become 
his  blind  and  fanatic  tools, — if  he  foiled,  the 
attempt  would  regain  him  his  ascendeocy 
over  the  minds  of  bis  former  allies,  and  he 
would  be  enabled  with  their  aid  to  drive  the 
invader  &om  the  land.  But  well  he 
knew,  that  la  the  event  of  such  a  con- 
test, the  victors  must  aufier  so  severely,  thai 
they  would  not  be  able  to  resist  whatever  he 
might  dictate.  He  always  iotended  to  turn 
the  balance  of  victory  by  their  exertions,  and 
shield  bis  own  immediate  forces  from  the  more 
arduous  labours  of  the  contest.  Whatever  the 
power  of  the  Sea-king  might  be,  supemalural 
or  not,  Lyndam,  who  was  incredulous  on  these 
points,  still  felt  that  the  sanctity  of  the  church 
would    shield    bim  (rom    the   anger    of  the 
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northera  demon-gods — and  thus  armed  he 
fearlessly  looked  forward  to  the  chances  of  an 
approaching  eventful  struggle. 

llias,  on  the  pinnacle  of  power^  and  with 
every  human  certainty  of  attaining  whatever 
he  desired,  no  marvel  that  he  scarce  heeded  the 
ffight  of  the.  captive  Agatha,  which  struck 
sorrow  to  the  heart  of  the  Sea-king. 

Among  the  most  inveterate  enemies  of 
Lyndarn,  was  Meresvel.  For  no  woman,  how- 
ever she  herself  may  hate  him,  who  was  once 
the  olgect  of  her  passion,  can  brook,  that  be 
should  fall  the  victim  of  another,  not  even,  if 
in  the  moment  of  grief  and  anger,  she  has 
charged  that  other  with  her  revenge.  It  is 
then  that  the  love  however  transient  will 
return,  and  hatred  will  be  the  reward  of  the 
oppredsoiF.  It  was  this  aroused  a  deep  enmity 
against  the  Abbot,  in  the  breast  of  Meresvelj^ 

"F  5 


and  she   exerted  all  her  power  to  produce  a 

breach  between   the   Sea-king    and    his  ally. 

She  was  even  frequently  seen  among  the  tents 

of  her  father's  soldiery,  fomenting   a   hatred 

against   the   priest   and   bis    faith,   and    thus 

effectively  counteracting  the  eloquence  of  the 

crafty  churchman.     Lyndarn,  whose  keen  eye 

soon  discovered  her  enmity  and  its  eause,  was 

but  the  more  rejoiced   at  the  fall  of  Altren, 

when  he  thought  upon  the  fearful  consequences 

an  alliance  between  that  chief  and  her  father 

would  have  entailed   upon  himself,  and  was 

but  the  more  determined  to  bring  his  present 

plans  to  ^  speedy  issue,  lest  delay  should  sear 

the  bloom   of  his   fortunes)    and    add    fresh 

flowers    to     the     wreath     of     his     dreaded 

ally. 

With  this  intention  he  resumed  the   holy 
language  of  religion  with    increasing   energy, 
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and  urged  the  necessity  of  becoming  a  convert 
to  the  true  faith  with  such  earnestness  that  he 
appeared  to  make  some  impression  on  the 
8ea-king«  The  latter  however^  though  awed 
by  the  external  splendour^  which  clothed  the 
Christian  rites^  and  perhaps^  (as  some  have 
said)  not  wholly  averse  to  a  faith^  for  the  as- 
sumption of  which  he  had  so  many  recent 
examples^  and  which  would  bring  so  many 
worldly  advantages^  (for  the  prospect  of  a 
ducal,  or  even  a  regal  crown  hallowed  by  the 
sanction  of  the  Vatican  was  held  before  him 
by  the  Abbot,)  was  still  so  imbued  with  a 
reverence  for  the  Gods  of  his  ancestors,  that 
be  was  more  a  passive  listener,  than  a  willing 
proselyte  to  the  admonitions  of  Lyn- 
dam. 

Moreover  he  dreaded  the  anger  of  his  troops, 
passionately  devoted    to  their  ancient   faith. 
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He  beheld  how  they  listened  with  gloomy 
brows  and  with  murmured  discontent,  and  be 
therefore  determined  to  abide  the  fiat  of 
destiny,  and  passively  to  beboM  for  which 
faith  the  favouring  scale  would  sink,  or  per- 
haps,  as  Yrplin  believed,  the  mighty  ocean- 
demon,  looked  in  passive  scorn  upon  the 
turbulent  passions  of  bis  human  ally,  waiting 
for  the  moment,  when  he  should  sweep  thou- 
sands to  a  mysterious  doom. 

Perceiving  the  resolve  of  the  Sea-king,  aod 
in  the  belief  that  it  was  but  caused  by  the 
dictates  of  human  ambition,  Lyndarn  deter- 
mined to  strike  the  decisive  blow,  and  by 
prompt  and  energetic  measures,  surrounding 
himself  with  the  pomp  of  religion  and  the 
power  of  arms  to  decide  the  question  of 
Christianity  and  Paganism,  of  enmity  or  friend- 
ship.    And  knowing  how  exteinal  splendour 
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and  dauntless  bearing  would  work  upon  the 
minds  of  the  wild  sea-rovers,  he  prepared  to 
attack  Paganism  at  its  very  source. 

He  therefore  proclaimed  that  the  will  of 
Heaven  was  about  to  be  made  manifest^ — and 
that  in  the  presence  of  either  nation,  he  would 
fell  the  sacred  Oak  of  Woden  on  the  festal 
day  of  the  God,  and  erect  a  chapel  on  its 
site.  On  the  night  previous  to  this  fated  day, 
he  led  all  the  monks  of  Saint  Emmeran,  clad 
in  their  sacred  robes,  in  solemn  procession 
around  the  camp  of  the  Sea-king.  Bearing 
the  hallowed  and  mysterious  symbol^  the 
water  benedite,  and  chaunting  the  holy  hymn, 
the  long  line  of  venerable  priests  in  sable 
stoles^  glided  by  torchlight  through  the  mid- 
night camp  of  the  rovers,  who  stood  trans- 
fixed with  awe  at  the  gorgeous  mystery, 
expectant  of  the  morrow.      Still     the     rude 


110 


THE   WOOD     SPIRIT. 


warriors  maintained  a  sullen  silence  and  inter- 
rupted not  the  rites^  while  as  legends  aver^ 
the  Sea-king  had  vanished  amid  cloud  and 
storm,  or,  as  said  the  sacred  brethren,  the 
demon  fled  before  the  presence  of  the  cross. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


A  lovely  dwelling  hath  the  Thunder-God  in 
his  grove  of  oaks.  The  rich  mellowing  hand 
of  autumn  had  dropped  the  leaves  with  gold^ 
and  arched  the  sylvan  temple,  adorned  by 
thousand  living  pillars,  with  the  pure  clear  blue 
of  its  spotless  sky.  That  sky  only  seen  in  a 
northern  autumn — ^The  bright!  The  beauti- 
fully bright ! — The  transparent,  the  crystalline, 
where  we  almost  deem  we  may  strain  the  sight 
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upward  through  infinite  space  till  it  meets  the 
gate  of  heaven  I  that  sky,  through  which  the 
eagle  sweeps  majestic  as  through  his  own 
proud  home,  bathing  his  lordly  wings  in  the 
golden  glory  of  the  sun.  See !  How  he  holds 
his  unequalled  way,  now  over  the  dash  of 
waves,  now  over  the  murmur  ut  forests.  Now 
his  broad  shadow  sweeps  the  lake,  now  his 
majestic  pinion  flings  a  flitting  cloud  upon  the 
wooded  rock,  Hail  to  thee  { — high  monarch 
of  the  northern  sky  [ 
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How  lovely  is  the  grove  of  the  thundering 
God  !  when  the  shadows  lengthen  before  the 
westward  sun,  whose  level  beams  glide  through 
the  tall  stems  of  Woden's  Oaks  that  shine  in 
the  yellow  light  like  golden  pillars,  and  as  the 
awaking  wind  waves  their  broad  glossy  leaves. 
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they  glisten  in  the  glowing  air  like  millions  of 
sunny  floirers.  How  anful,  when  the  midnight 
tempest  walks  the  earth,  when  the  storm-wind 
beats  the  forest,  and  the  lofty  thunder  rolls 
over  its  echoes.  Then  is  the  true  empire  of 
Woden  who  reigns  in  terror,  and  then  his 
wildest  votaries  quail  before  tlieir  angered 
God. 

Amid  these  scenes,  in  the  very  sanctuary  of 
the  deity,  dwelt  the  fair  fugitives  from  Lyn- 
darn'a  power. 

Wild  rumours  were  abroad,  of  war  renewed, 
— of  approaching  battle  of  a  hostile  gather- 
ing far  inland  ;  and  anxiously  did  they  await 
tidings  from  Hronhilde  and  Yri)Un.  But  of 
the  aucress  of  Altren,  of  the  fate  of  Vaamer, 
of  the  intentions  of  Errgl,  there  came  no  word, 
aod  time  passed  in  sorrow  and  suspence. 

The  morning  sun  was  reddening  the  waving 
tops    of   the   oalfs,    the    matin    song  of   the 


114  THE    WOOD     SPIRIT. 

bii-ds  came  from  the  boughs,  the  bright  dew 
laid  yet  UDtrodden  and  undeliled  upon  the 
grass  j  Agatha  and  the  priestess  watched  the 
rosy  light  vanish  from  the  cast,  and  changed 
to  gold,  roll  upwards  to  the  zenith.  Another 
day  was  passing,  and  yet  no  tidings  from 
Hronhilde;  long  ere  this  might  Allren  have 
collected  his  scattered  troops,  or,  leagued  with 
Errol,  have  advanced  to  their  deliverance. 

While  thus  tliey  pondered,  the  gallop  of  a 
chai  ger  at  full  speed  was  heard  in  the  forest 
— it  came  nearer,  and  at  length  a  hoTsemEui, 
overspent  and  wearied  with  toil,  hurried  to- 
wards them. 

"  For  the  love  of  heaven,"  cried  he,  "  tell 
of  some  place  of  safety !  Scarcely  have  1 
escaped  the  soldiery  of  Lyndarn  and  the  Sea- 
king  who  are  advancing  upon  the  forest  for  the 
performance  of  some  solemn  festival !  Ha ! 
Agatha!      Is  it  thou?    how  earnest  ihou   so 
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near  the  scene  of  danger  ?  Fly !  flj,  or  thou  wilt 
foil  into  their  hands !  O,  that  my  steed  were 
not  overspent  and  powerless.  Heaven  !  hoir 
■hall  I  save  thee!" 

Joy  and  fear  alternately  tinged  the  cheek  of 
Agatha  as  she  beheld  Vasmer,  for  it  was 
ItiiB.  But  no  time  was  there  for  greeting  or 
reply,  for  already  they  heard  the  advancing 
bands,  thundering  on  the  skirts  of  the  forest, 
and  soon  the  crash  of  boughs  and  the  groan  of 
rocks  told  that  they  were  nearing  rapidly. 

The  fugitives  sped  deeper  into  the  wilder- 
ness, but  fainting  with  terror,  as  the  approach- 
ing thunder  roiled  onward  upon  their  track, 
Agatha  could  proceed  no  further. 

Vasmer  gazed  on  her  in  silent  despair. 
They  were  in  the  centre  of  the  grove  of 
Woden,  with  no  visible  means  of  escape,  for 
faint  and  wearied  they  could  not  hope  to  out- 
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Btrip  the  rapidly  advancing  foe,  and  Vasmer'a 
steed  lay  expiring  on  the  ground. 

A  single  oak  of  gigantic  stature  waved  its 
branches  above  them  ;  (there  was  a  vide  space 
around,  won  from  the  neighbouring  forest). 
It  was  the  sacred  oak  of  Woden. 

Vasmer  looked  in  surprise  at  its  dark  and 
frowning  height,  and  planting  himself  before 
Agatha  and  the  young  priestess  of  Hertha, 
prepared  to  defend  them  with  his  life — a 
hopeless  attempt — the  vain  impulse  of  cou- 
rage. 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  multitudes,  and 
goon  must  that  abort,  fierce,  and  unavailing 
struggle  have  taken  place,  when  the  priestess 
of  Hertha  suddenly  invoked  her  deity — and 
lo  !  there  was  a  rent  in  the  huge  shafl  of  the 
oak  which  shoved  a  natural  chamber,  time- 
hollowed  in  its  centre ; — it  offered  sure  cod- 
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cealment,  the  opening  which  revealed  it   being 
at  some  height  from  the   ground,  and   almost 
overgrown  with   ivy,    the  undying   green    of    [ 
which  hung  down  in   rich  festoons  over  the 
chasm. 

The  ptiestess  Jirst  discovered  it — yet  strange 
that  erst  they  had  not  beheld. 

It  was  as  though  some  gentle  wood-spirit 
had  created  that  spot  for  their  safety.  Scarce- 
ly were  they  concealed  within,  when  the  green 
ivy  closed  around  the  opening  almost  miracu- 
lously, to  the  touch  of  the  priestess.  It  might 
be  fancy,  but  the  leaves  seemed  to  glow  with  a 
brighter  emerald  than  before. 

Well  had  that  refuge  been  entered  in  time 
of  need,  for  at  the  instant,  the  foremost  ranks 
of  Lyndarn's  soldiery  emerged  into  the  open 
space  around  the  sacred  oak. 

It  was  the  day  appointed,  the  fatal  day  of 
Woden,   on   which  the  Abbot  was   to  fell  the 
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tree  of  tbe  deity,  and  erect  a 
d^d  OS  ks  Me.  To  witne&a  this  ereot  came 
«B  the  tafaaUmU  of  tbe   land,  the  Christian 

i  the  r^iB,  the  peasant  and  the  vild  sea- 

per.  Tbe  Set-king  with  his  rugged  bands, 
■■d  I^ndani  vith  his  lavless  aoldiery. 

Bat,  strange  guise  for  a  festival  of  religious 
lites,  they  adraoced  in  coats  of  mail,  villi 
belm  and  shield,  vith  apear  and  battle-axe. 
Even  the  Abbot  «aa  clothed  in  his  aable 
atmoar,  be  it  that  be  expected  treachery  from 
the  Sefr-king,  or  that  be  iras  prepared  to  en* 
force  by  aima  what  be  might  &il  to  accom- 
phsh  by  eloquence. 

The  ocean  Lord  and  hia  followers,  dark  and 
stormy  as  tbe  waves  of  a  northern  main,  came 
Ukewise  prepared  for  violence,  their  fierce  and 
gloomy  looks  boding  no  peaceful  issue  to 
the  eventful  day.  At  their  head  rode  the 
Sea-king,  on  a  dun  charger  with  snowy  main, 
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like  one  of  those  giant  billows,  which  heave 
darkly  upward  from  the  depths  of  ocean, 
and  shake  their  foamj  locks  in  middle  air. 

Triumph  was  in  his  glance  and  supernatural 
terrors  seemed  to  cling  around  him,  for  on 
this  day,  thus  said  the  bards  of  ancient  faith, 
the  lord  of  the  mysterious  deep  would  strike 
a  blow  against  the  Christian  intruder,  and  well 
might  it  be  thus,  for  if  a  demon,  gladsome 
harvest  were  his  in  the  hour  of  desperate 
battle. 

Whether  accident  or  design,  the  separate 
hosts  had  not  come  to  the  sacred  grove  together, 
but  as  Lyndam  and  his  troops  entered  from 
the  side  of  Saint  Emmeran,  the  Sea-king  bore 
down  with  his  legions  from  the  west,  like  a 
dark  storm  coming  from  the  shore,  and  who- 
ever had  beheld  the  martial  columns  would 
surely  have  deemed  them  two  hostile  powers 
assembUng  for  battle,  instead  of  two  friendly 
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nations  meeting  for  the  purpose  of  celebrating 
the  festival  of  a  religious  faith. 

Accompanying  them  on  either  side,  came  a 
numberless  disordered  throng  of  the  ivild  in- 
habitants of  the  country,  armed  with  the  rude 
weapons  of  rustic  warfare,  eager  to  behold  the 
issue,  and  prepared  for  discord.  From  every 
side  rolled  the  deep  thunder  of  their  approach, 
as  when  the  sea  beats  with  a  stormfall  upon 
the  shore.  From  every  side  came  harsh 
clamour  and  tempestuous  shout.  The  human 
flood  swept  nearer  and  nearer,  until  it  circled 
in  dense  masses  around  the  fated  spot. — At 
length  the  din  subsided — the  crash  of  boughs 
— the  echoing  of  rocks — the  heavy  tread  of 
countless  thousands  sank  into  silence,  a  silence, 
deep  and  oppressive ! 

Then  might  be  seen  the  dark  lines  of  Lyn- 
dam's  and  the  Sea-king's  soldiery  in  the 
shadowy   gloom   of  the   forest,   fronting  each 
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Other  in  stern  and  motionless  suspense.  It  was 
like  the  pause  before  the  storm  shall  burst.  That 
fearful  pause,  when  every  moment  of  delay 
adds  but  deeper  intensity  to  the  smouldering 
fire! 

The  but  lately  clamourous  rabble^  now  stood 
hushed  and  breathless,  thronged  far  as  eye 
could  reach,  down  the  dark  vistas  of  the  wood. 
It  was  a  bright  sunny  day,  and  in  strange 
contrast,  the  clear  azure  of  heaven  arched  the 
gloomy  scene  beneath.  A  free  space  was  left 
around  the  sacred  oak — it  was  a  magic  circle 
consecrated  to  the  God,  which  none  dared  pass 
beyond  !  It  will  be  a  fearful  and  anxious  mo- 
ment when  Lyndarn  shall  overstep  its  bounds. 

In  the  centre  of  the  circle  stood  that  huge 
majestic  tree,  its  thousand  arms  stretched 
dark  and  motionless  in  the  air.  For  centuries 
had  Woden  spoken  in  thunder  amid  those  tall 
boughs,    and    lightning  played    around     its 
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Idngly  hrow,  and  scathed  it  not !  The  sacred 
Oak  of  Woden — beneath  whose  shade  many 
a  highsouled  warrior  of  olden  time  had  girt 
the  sword.  The  tree  of  the  God — hallowed 
by  the  glories  and  the  memories  of  Eld ! 
There  was  an  awe  that  clothed  it  with  divinity 
-^it  was  a  temple — ^and  never  was  there  a 
temple^  but  a  deity  dwelt  in  its  silent  aisles  ! 

Beneath  that  tree  had  prayed  the  fathers 
of  those,  who  now  were  to  witness  its  destruc- 
tion !  Bold  must  be  the  heart  that  shall 
advance  against  it ! 

There  was  a  hush  so  deep  ye  might  have 
heard  a  leaf  fall  from  the  boughs  above — a 
silence  alone  broken  by  the  clash  of  a  spear  or 
the  clang  of  a  sword,  sounds  fearful  and 
ominous.  So  dark,  so  angry  was  the  port  of 
the  Sea-king^s  bands  that  Lyndarn  involun- 
tarily grasped  the  sword  at  his  side,  and  gazed, 

N. 

brave  as  he  was,  with  a  blanched  cheek  upon 
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the  Btern^  towering,  majestic  oak.  He  paused 
-^they  were  moments  snatched  by  fear  from 
resolution ! 

The  Sea-king,  who  as  yet  had  stood  motion- 
less at  the  bead  of  his  legions,  now  advanced 
before  them.  He  was  evidently  displeased  at 
the  martial  array  of  Lyndarn,  and  his  pride 
revolted  at  the  idea,  that  the  Abbot  should  owe 
a  single  convert  to  the  spears  that  surrounded 
him. 

«  Friends  1'^  thus  he  spoke.  ''  The  Chris- 
tian's priest  asserts  that  to-day,  with  the  help 
of  his  God,  he  will  destroy  the  worship  he 
calls  idolatry,  and  open  unto  ye  the  true  way 
of  salvation !  That  he  may  endeavour  to 
accomplish  what  he  has  asserted,  we  are  here 
assembled. 

"  He  hath  challenged  the  power  of  Woden, 
and  the  God,  if  God  he  be,  will  defend  his 
sanctuary  !  If  he  doth  not,  we  will  abandon 
G  3 
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his  worship  'and  dedicate  our  swords  to  the 
victor  deity  as  becomes  the  brave.'' 

A  gloomy  murmur  that  could  scarce  be 
deemed  assent^  ran  along  the  Pagan  lines,  and 
then  the  high-priest  of  Woden  stepped  forth 
and  spake. 

*^  Lord  of  the  sea !  Deemest  thou  that 
Woden  will  longer  deign  to  dwell  among  us^ 
if  we  defend  not  his  temples  and  guard  them 
from  pollution?  If  we  thus  suffer  the  dis- 
believer to  brave  him  in  our  presence ;  he  will 
scorn  to  lift  his  thunder  and  will  leave  us 
evermore !  Then  shall  ignominy  fall  on  the 
sons  of  the  North,  and   a  blight  be  on   their 

name  and  the  brave  in  Walhalla  will  disown 
their  children.  On !  on  !  Worshippers  of 
Woden  !  Your  God  calls  loud  upon  you ! 
sweep  the  infidels  from  my  sight  !'' 

A  fearful  clamour  arose  at  the  words  of  the 
priest,  each  warrior  advanced  a  step — levelled 
was   every  lance,   drawn   every   sword — strife 
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seemed  imminent,  when  the  Sea-king  inter- 
posed. He  spurred  his  charger  before  the 
advancing  ranks. 

''  Stand  !  Who  moves  a  pace  shall  perish ! 
Not  to  mortal  hands  will  Woden  trust  his 
vengeance.  Too  often  hath  the  i^orship  of 
the  thunder-god  sunk  before  the  Christian. 
This  time  must  he  assert  his  godhead  with  his 
own  loud  thunder^  or  his  rites  must  vanish 
from  the  face  of  the  land. '' 

During  this  time  Lyndarn  had  stood  anxi- 
ously watching  the  event.  Often  his  hand 
sought  the  hilt  of  his  ponderous  sword.  He 
almost  wished  for  battle — for  there  is  a  cou- 
rage,  dauntless  in  the  present  peril,  that 
sinks  before  suspense.  But  the  stormy  mo- 
ment passed^  and  silence  was  again  resto- 
red. 

Proudly  and  dauntlessly    the    Abbot   now 
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advanced  into  the  open  space  that  surrounded 
the  sacred  oak.  A  huge  Kne,  shaped  like  a 
cross^  was  in  his  hand.  He  paused  and  pre- 
pared to  address  the  multitudes. 

At  this  moment  a  rushing  sound  was  heard 
in  the  air^  and  a  dark  shadow  flitted  over  the 
assembled  host. 

Every  eye  was  raised^  when  lo  !  a  gigantic 
eagle  clove  the  sky  with  sable  pinion^  it  floated 
slowly  downward,  and  shriDy  screaming  alight- 
ed on  the  sacred  tree ! 

It  was  hailed  as  an  omen — and  a  fierce  and 
fearful  shout  burst  from  the  followers  of  the 
God. 

"  Lo !"  they  cried,  *^  Woden  himself  will 
assert  his  empire!  Behold  he  hath  sent  his 
messenger  of  war  V^ 

A  smile  of  scorn  wreathed  the  lip  of  Lyn- 
darn.    This  circumstance  b^d  again  aroused 
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his  awed  spirit.  He  seized  a  bow  from  one 
of  his  soldiers^  exclaiming  in  a  voice  of 
thunder — 

**  Thus  I  receive  him — go  tell  thy  deity, 
that  I  bid  him  now  defend  His  throne,  and 
send  him  thus  defiance  P' 

Unerring  sped  the  shaft — it  smote  the  proud 
monarch  of  the  sky^  but  he  fell  not.  With 
a  shrill  scream  be  started  from  his  repose — 
waved  forth  his  huge  black  pinions,  and 
soaring  slowly  heavenward  was  lost  to  sight 
as  though  gone  to  render  the  message  to  the 
God! 

An  awe  came  over  all,  a  deathfraught  si- 
lence. It  was  but  a  transient  pause — for  loud 
burst  the  clamour— loud  broke  the  cries  of 
triumph  and  of  hate! 

Scarcely  could  the  Sea-king  repress  the 
indignation  of  his  furious  soldiery — ^for  the 
irst  time  his  word  was  scarcely  obeyed. 
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The  Abbot  now  advaDced  to  the  sacred 
tree.  He  paused  and  prepared  to  address  the 
assembled  multitudes,  but  the  endeavour  was 
fruitless!  His  voice  was  unheard  amid  t!ie 
din ;  again  and  agaiu  he  essayed  to  speak,  but 
in  vain.     Wild  with  wrath  he  lifted  the  fatal 


"  If  ye  will  not  hear  the  word  of  God — then 
behold  his  works  1" 

The  heavy  strokes  of  the  axe  in  quick  suc- 
cession resounded  through  the  forest,  and 
iastantly  every  voice  was  hiished— every  eye 
was  turned  to  the  spot,  every  breath  was  held 
ID  suspense.  A  shower  of  blows  descended  on 
the  massive  trunk — time  had  somewhat  in- 
jured its  solid  growth,  and  every  stroke  sank 
deeper  to  the  core.  Lyndam  paused  for  a 
moment  from  his  work,  and  gazing  on  the 
hushed  thousands  cried — 

"  Now,  Woden,  if   thou    hast    lightnings— 
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Strike  !   If  thou  hast  thunder — Speak  !  Within 
thy  very  sanctuary  1  defy  thee/' 

The  aky  was  clear  and  blue — the  sun  was 
bright.  There  flashed  no  fire  and  there  rolled 
no  storm. 

Again  gleams  the  axe — again  the  quick  re- 
doubling blows  fall  on  the  sacred  stem  !  The 
trunk  groans  ! — It  totters  ! — 'tis  a  triumphant 
moment! — Swift  and  heavily  descends  the 
axe — now  but  a  blow,  and  that  fated  tree 
must  falL  Woden !  Woden  1  where  is  thy 
.  thunder  ? 

A  shrink— a  piercing  shriek — came  from  the 
hollow  centre  of  the  tree ! — Lyndarn  paused 
aghast.  Again  he  lifted  his  arm ;  when  from 
the  parting  trunk  down  leaped  a  full  armed 
warrior, — from  the  torn  ivy,  down  glanced  a 
shining  blade,  and  full  on  the  crest  of  Lyndarn 
came  its  heavy  fidL— Well  was  it,,  that  his  helm 

G   5. 
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was  proofs  for  the  Abbot  staggered  beneath  the 
weighty  blow. 

Like  the  thunder  of  an  oceaa^  burst  the 
shout  of  the  Sea-king's  soldiery^  and  wild  and 
uncontroulable  as  that  ocean,  in  fanatic  enthu- 
siasm they  rushed  onward  %o  the  opposing 
ranks. 

It  was  bat  a  moment^and  the  Christian  lines 
closed  with  their  » Pagan  foes  in  desperate 
struggle. 

The  tall  and  gloomy  oak,  still  towered 
majestic  and  motionless  above  the  fearful 
strife.  The  axe  which  was  aimed  at  its 
mighty  trunk  was  now  raised  against  the  head 
of  Vasmer,  for  it  was  he  whom  the  belief  of 
discovery  and  death,  and  whose  hatred  against 
the  Abbot  had  urged  from  his  place  of  con- 
cealmefit,  and  prompted  to  this,  his  last  despe- 
rate trial,  to  save  the  companions  of  his 
flight. 
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But  short  was  the  strife  between  them^  foi 
they  were  soon  parted  by  the  sweeping  tide 
of  battle* 

Every  ear  had  heard — every  eye  had 
beheld, — 

«  The  God!'-' The  GodP'  shouted  ten  thou- 
sand voices, — Fanatic  and  furious^  on  rushed 
the  Pagan  troops.  The  Christians  appalled  at 
the  supposed  miracle  gave  way^  but  Lyndarn, 
knowing  the  consequence  of  the  moment^ 
darted  from  rank  to  rank,  and  by  example^ 
and  the  powerful  magic  of  his  words  restored 
their  wavering  courage. 

Then  grew  the  struggle  dread.  Wild  hatred 
raged  on  either  side — deep  rolled  the  shout^ 
half  stifled  by  exertion — loud  clashed  the  steel 
— crashed  the  stricken  boughs — trembled  the 
beaten  earth; — whilst  all  around^  discordant 
wild  and  stunning  raged  the  fearful  cries  of  the 
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rabble  multitude,  which  had  accompanied  either 
host,  and  now  joined  in  conflict  as  desperate 
aad  as  bloody  as  the  maiUclad  warriors  in  the 
central  strife. 

As  when  the  whirlwind  sweeps  over  the 
rock-^rt  lake,  deep  sounds  the  clash  of  the 
huge  central  waves — but  their  majestic  strug- 
gle is  even  silence  when  compared  to  the  hoarse 
dia  of  the  lesser  billows  that  beat  around  the 
shore — broken  and  parted  in  wild  disorder, 
dashing  upon  the  rocks. 

On  the  issue  of  that  day  hung  the  fate  of 
Lyndarn.  He  felt  it,  and  redoubled  his  exer- 
tions, but  so  sudden  was  the  conflict,  and  so 
desperate,  that  its  success  must  depend  on 
personal  prowess  and  circmstances  not  to  be 
foreseen. 

Almost  unearthly  was  the  valour  of  the 
Abbot  as  he  rushed  amid  his  foes, — With  the 
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consecrated  axe  still  in  bis  hand,  all  bore  back 
or  fell  before  him. 

The  strife  Was  doubtful. — As  yet  the  Sea- 
king  had  taken  no  part  in  the  combat,  against 
his  old  ally,  partly  from  an  unwillingness  to 
sanction  the  disobedience  of  his  troops,  partly 
from  admiration  of  the  bold  bearing  of  Lyn<> 
dam. — The  supposed  appearance  of  the  deity 
had  in  no  way  moved  the  Lord  of  ocean,  for 
abstracted  from  the  dread  might  he  was  suppo- 
sed to  possess  he  was  one,  who  believed  more  in 
the  power  of  his  own  good  sword  than  in 
miracles  or  in  magic,  and  he  had  determined 
to  await  the  issue* — But  now  that  he  beheld 
his  soldiers  falling  around  him,  and  the  contest 
even  more  than  doubtful,  his  pride  took  the 
alarm,  and  he  spurred  his  wild  charger  to  the 
foremost  ranks. 

It  broke  like  a  wave  through    the  parting 
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battle^  and  like  a  tall  and   shadowy  spirit,  he 
rushed  upon  the  opposing  foe. 

He  raised  his  Vikingr-cry,  and  the  shout  of 
his  soldiers  told  him  that  they  heard  its  signal 
and  still  owned  its  inspiration. 

He  threw  up  his  dark  arm^  and  with  waving 
sword  exclaimed— r- 

^^  Roll  tempest  1  Burst  ye  whirlwinds  \  arise 
ye  waves !" 

The  clouds  which  had  for  some  tiine  been 
gathering  unperceived  along  the  coast,  qow 
rushed  up  on  the  wings  of  the  wind. — Now 
broke  the  sulphureous  fire — now  rolled  the 
thunder,  and  groaned  the  oaks,  as  the  mighty 
power  of  the  storm  bent  them  to  its  sway. 

In  volumed  darkness  the  clouds  canopied 
the  battle,  and  joined  the  strife  of  elements  to 
the  war  of  man.. 

The   giant    waves    beat  in   dreadful   con-^ 
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fiict  on  the  far  sbore^  and  the  sound  of  inunda- 
tion boomed  up  the  valleys.  A  smouldering 
smoke  swept  over  the  scene,  and  amid  the 
darkness,  the  tempest  shook  its  lightning 
torch. 

Far  around,  the  depth  of  the  forest  re- 
sounded with  the  fall  of  crashing  trees.  Any 
troops  save  those  of  Lyndam  would  have  fled 
in  panic,  but  they  were  for  the  greater  part 
wild  and  lawless  hordes,  inured  to  every  peril 
by  sea  and  land^  scarcely  owning  a  religious 
faith — no  marvel  then  that  omens  awed  them 
not.  They  caught  the  fury  of  their  leader, 
and  so  long  as  they  saw  the  lifted  axe  of  the 
Abbot  flash  in  the  air,  it  was  more  to  them 
than  the  lightnings  of  heaven. 

Still  the  combat  raged,  and  bravely  did  Lyn- 
dam  lead  his  embattled  troops ;  demon-like,  he 
rushed  upon  the  foe,  with  frantic  yell  he  urged 
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shattered  fragments  of  armour  still  clinging  to 
his  body,  he  at  last  led  off  his  exhausted  troops 
from  the  unconquered  field. 

For  the  first  time  the  Sea-king  had  fought 
a  doubtful  battle.  Nought  availed  his  uncon- 
quered arm — nought  the  dread  powers  which 
were  supposed  to  have  surrounded  him — for 
some  averred  they  had  seen  blasting  fires  break 
from  his  sword,  that  the  lightning  came  at  his 
call,  and  that  they  had  beheld  fiery  waves 
wreath  around  the  dark  hoofs  of  his  demon- 
steed. 

It  was  strange  that  Lyndarn  and  the  Ocean- 
lord  had  not  met  in  battle,  it  had  decided  the 
event  of  the  contest,  but  fate  willed  it  other- 
wise, and  had  other  trials  in  store  for  the  dread 
champions  of  the  day. 

Again  the  din  was  hushed,  like  the  retiring 
thunder-storm  the  weakening  echos  of  the 
retreating  hosts  rolled  faint  afar,  and  the  oaks 
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of   Woden    were    again    in    silence    and  in 
shade. 

Dark^  stirless  and  majestic  towered  the 
sacred  tree,  proud,  stern,  and  gigantic  as 
before,  and  the  full  moon  rising  placed  a 
crown  of  glory  on  its  gloomy  brow. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Fair  beings,  sweet  children  of  thought  and 
poesy,  whither  have  ye  flown? — Ye!  who 
dwell  amid  flowers  and  shadowy  groves,  have 
ye  shrunk  before  the  busy  scenes  of  man? 
Hath  the  clarion  with  rude  minstrelsy  drowned 
the  music  of  your  voice?  Have  marching 
armies  crushed  your  dwelling-place  ?  Oh,  no  ! 
Ye  are  still  there ;  the  lovely  and  the  beautiful 
are  still  on  earth  !  But  amid  the  wild  turmoil 
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of  life^  the  stern  assaults  of  war,  the  idle  pas- 
sions that  disfigure  peace,  we  may  not  heed 
ye !  We  pass  through  your  very  temples,  and 
knbw  it  not  !  We  partake  of  the  sweets  ye 
ye  have  prepared,  and  deny  that  ye  exist ! 

Doth  the  rude  soldier,  who  treads  over  the 
bodies  of  his  dying  comrades,  ever  dream  that 
the  flowery  heath  in  which  they  lie,  affords  a 
gentle  ministry  to  soothe  their  rest — that  the 
cool  grass  which  covers  their  wounds,  may 
have  been  wreathed  by  the  hand  of  a  spirit — 
and  that  the  dew  which  moistens  the  fevered 
lip,  may  be  the  tears  of  an  angel ! 

Doth  the  merchant  who  ploughs  the  path- 
less deep  ever  think  there  be  more  within  its 
bosom  than  the  child  of  science  has  revealed— 
or  richer  treasures  than  the  sunken  navy  or 
the  hidden  pearl  ? — And  yet  it  is  ever  thus ! 
We  pause  on  the  brink  of  knowledge !  One 
step  more  and  we  might  attain  it — we  pause — 
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we  turn — we  doubt — and  in  that  doubt,  it  is 
irrecoverably  lost  1 

O,  Reader !  If  thou  art  tired  of  the  dull 
monotony  of  life ;  if  thou  wouldst  for  a  mo- 
ment revel  in  the  mansions  of  the  beautiful, 
then  turn  thee  to  the  realm  of  thought  and 
poesy  ! — (perchance  as  real  as  ^hat  we  deem 
reality)  its  portals  are  open  for  all  to  enter,  and 
thou  wilt  find  a  lovely  world,  and  bring  back 
with  thee  when  thou  returnest,  many  a  price- 
less pearl — many  a  comfort  amid  the  storms 
of  life.  And,  Reader  !  when  thine  eye  glanceth 
on  these  pages,  then  pardon,  if  there  be  much 
that  may  offend,  much  which  thy  nicer  judg- 
ment would  condemn  or  deem  idle  ! — Remem- 
ber then,  how  difficult  to  soar  into  the  mystic 
sphere  of  a  fairy  world,  and  to  dive  down  the 
aea  of  time,  to  fetch  a  pearl  from  its  hard  and 
eddy-beaten  bed,  when  the  stormy  billows  of 
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the  present  are  clashing  and  foaming  around 
us  I 


When  Agatha  by  a  cry  of  terror  had  be- 
trayed the  place  of  refuge  which  the  priestess 
<rf  Hertha  had  discovered,  when  Vasmer  had 
leaped  from  the  concealment  to  peril  a  last 
defence,  and  when  the  tide  of  battle  had  rolled 
around  the  oaken  forest  of  Woden :  then  the 
daughter  of  Hronhilde,  seeing  all  human 
aid  about  to  prove  unavailing,  invoked  her 
deity,  the  goddess  of  hill  and  vale,  of  glen  and 
grove,  Hertha  the  mild  spirit  of  the  earth. 
And  lo — she  heard  !  For  within  the  hollow  of 
the  tree  the  ground  began  to  tremble  and  to 
yawn,  disclosing  to  the  wondering  eyes  of  the 
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supplicants,  a  subterranean  passage,  that  by  an 
easy  descent  seemed  to  lead  far  under  the 
forest. 

Fearlessly  they  descended,  and  rapturously 
the  priestess  thanked  her  patron  deity  for  the 
favouiing  aid.  Deem  not  reader,  with  the 
brethren  of  Saint  Emmeran,  that  it  was  but  a 
secret  path  made  by  the  priests  of  Woden  to 
efiect  unseen  an  entrance  into  the  Sacred  Oak, 
and  thence,  unseen  escape  whilst  they  counter- 
feited the  oracles  of  the  God  !  No,  sooner  let 
us  believe  it  was  the  kind  spirit  of  the  place, 
that  thus  ministered  to  their  safety. 

They  fled  along  the  dark  and  winding  pas- 
sage, the  din  of  battle  which  raged  on  the 
surface  of  the  earth,  at  first  booming  heavily 
above  them,  and  the  tread  of  struggling  thou- 
sands shaking  the  crumbling  vault.  But 
scarcely  had  they  passed  through  half  the 
length   of    their   subterranean    path,    ere    its 


144  THE    WOOD    SPI&IT. 

sound  was  no  more  than  the  distant  gush  of  a 
waterfall.  The  death-groan,  the  triumph- 
cry,  the  muster-word,  the  signal  and  the  yell 
nought  but  a  hoarse  and  stifled  murmur. 

At  length  daylight  arose  like  a  distant  s^r 
before  them,  and  after  a  time  they  emer- 
ged from  the  gloomy  bosom  of  the  earth 
into  the  gloviing  light,  the  balmy  air,  the 
thousand  sweets  of  a  sequestered  glade.  Green 
swelling  hills  and  woods  girded  the  luxuriant 
valley,  purple  heath,  with  emerald  lichen — 
spread  with  countless  flowers,  carpeted  its 
space,  and  the  dome  of  heaven  rested  bright 
and  azurine  upon  the  lovely  scene.  The  day 
was  on  the  wane,  the  shadows  lengthened,  the 
air  was  fresh  and  dewy. — It  was  calm.  Broken 
by  the  woods,  the  sound  of  battle  reached  not 
so  far,  save  perchance  some  fiercer  yell  of 
frenzied  despair,  which  borne  over  the  hollows, 
was  melodized  by  distance  into  music.     Alas ! 
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Man's  bitterest  wail  of  agony  may  seem  a 
harmonious  note  in  different  scenes^  so  una- 
vailing and  futile  are  often  our  deadliest  pas- 
sions ! 

Escaped  from  their  imminent  perils  Agatha 
and  the  priestess  knelt  in  prayer  and  thanks- 
giving— one  to  the  God  of  All,  the  other  to 
Hertha  and  to  Woden. 

^^  And  canst  thou  now  doubt  the  divinity  of 
the  Mother  earthy'*  said  the  priestess,  ^  now 
that  she  has  thus  miraculously  preserved 
us?'' 

^  Alas !"  replied  Agatha,  **  that  thou  wilPt 
trace  the  providence  which  has  saved  us  to  so 
false  a  source.  It  is  not  the  mother  earth,  but 
the  God  of  Heaven  and  Earth  who  has  heard 
our  prayers.^ 

**  And  who  is  it  then,  deemest  thou,  that 
has  made  this  our  earth  so  beautiful?  Who  is 
it  that  has  decked  the  blossoms  with  varied 
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glow^  and  garlanded  the   tree  with  green— 
Who  is  it  that  has  made  this  flower?" 

As  she  spoke^  the  priestess  gathered  a 
forget-me-not  from  the  verdant  bank,  and  as 
though  a  chord  of  memory  had  been  suddenly 
touched  at  its  sight,  her  tears  fell  fast  upon  it; 
the  grateful  flower  raised  its  azure  brow,  and, 
as  the  drops  clung  to  its  leaves,  it  glowed  with 
dazzling  hues  1 

^^  Deemest  thou,  Agatha,^^  and  a  bright 
enthusiasm  beamed  in  the  lovely  face  of  the 
young  priestess,  as  she  thus  addressed  her 
companion,  **  deemest  thou  that  the  God,  who 
makes  the  thunder  and  hurls  the  fiery  bolt-r* 
the  God  whose  lightnings  blast  the  tallest  oak, 
and  crush  the  highest  tower — He,  whose 
attributes  are  terror,  whose  empire  is  destruc- 
tion— deemest  thou,  that  his  can  be  this  soft 
and  frail  creation  ? — Oh  !  Agatha,  thou  hast 
not  like  me  looked  into  the  mysteries  of  earthy 
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thoa  bast  been  contented  i^ith  the  words  of 
man^  and  hast  not  listened  to  the  voice  of  the 
Gknls.  Hadst  thou  like  me  dwelt  in  their 
temples,  thou  wouldst  have  communed  with 
them  and  beheld,  even  as  I  have  done/' 

"  Beheld !" 

^'  Tea !  Beheld !  Not  as  the  mass  beholds 
them — the  carved  images  they  deem  their 
Gods,  though  even  into  these  at  times  the 
divine  spirit  passes,  but  beheld  them  in  their 
divinity— in  the  calm  and  in  the  storm  !  Thou 
tpo  mayest  see  them.  Let  us  tarry  here,  till 
coming  darkness  permits  of  further  flight,  and 
with  the  eve  thou  shalt  behold  the  divine  pre- 
sence of  Hertha  V' 

The  evening  came.  It  came  in  loveliness. 
Balmy,  dewy,  and  with  golden  hue ;  it  sunk 
upon  the  earth  like  a  gentle  influence  !  Hushed 
was  the  voice  of  nature.  It  appeared  wrapped 
in  a  holy  dream,  trembling  between  slumber 
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and  waking.  A  purple  light  seemed  to  hang 
palpably  around  the  forests  and  float  like  a 
halo  upon  the  mistj  hills.  The  clouds,  like 
flowers  of  heaven,  expanded  to  the  sun  in 
a  thousand  glorious  tints,  and  like  blossoms,  a 
thousand  fragrant  dews  distilled  from  their 
glowing  urns.  And  lo  !  amidst  the  hush  arose 
a  sweet  murmur  —  the  boughs  and  blossoms 
trembled,  but  not  with  a  wind !  The  tall 
trees  bent  their  heads — but  not  with  a  \vind  ! 
The  silvery  and  roseate  vapours  floated  past, 
and  distant  objects  showed  indistinctly  through 
them  like  shadowy  spirits.  A  soft  perfume 
pervaded  the  air,  and  entranced  the  soul. 
There  waa  an  unearthly  influence  abroad;  the 
priestess  knelt  and  prayed. 

"  It  is  Hertha .'  Thus  she  passes  through 
her  empire.  Thus  often  have  I  seen  and  feit 
her  presence.  Oh!  Agatha!  dost  not  thou 
too  feel  it?" 
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Ere  the  maiden  could  reply,  a  long,  angry 
streak  of  dark  fire  flashed  upward  from  behind 
the  woods.  But  it  brought  no  light !  A  gloom 
seemed  to  follow  it.  The  sun  paled  and 
darkened*  The  rosy  clouds  stepped  forth  in 
changed  and  lurid  hue.  Another  flash  and 
another  —  and  a  loud  deep  thunder  pealed 
slowly  over  the  hills. 

^  It  is  Woden,''  exclaimed  the  priestess  of 
Hertha.  *^  It  is  Woden !  They  deny  his  God- 
head and  assault  his  sanctuary  in  his  sacred 
grove — and  behold !  he  is  thundering  over  it, 
and  will  destroy  us  V^ 

It  was  tlie  first  burst  of  the  tempest  that 
broke  over  the  battle. 

Upward  from  the  sea  arose  the  lurid  vapours 
and  sweeping  over  the  hills,  girdled  them  with 
darkness.  Thick  and  fast  flash  followed  flash 
— peal  followed  peal,  till  impenetrable  gloom 
filled  sky  and  earth,  chequered  by  those  fear- 
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ful  flames^  and  the  bolt  seemed  to  burst  upon 
the  very  ground,  so  low  hung  the  clouds,  so 
dazzling  \rere  their  fires. 
'  In  an  agony  of  terror  the  daughter  of  Hron- 
hilde  invoked  the  mercy  of  the  angry  deity 
and  trembled  at  every  thunder  which  pealed 
forth  (as  she  believed,)  the  wrath  of  heaven^ 
whilst  Agatha  unmoved  and  fearless  gazed 
upon  the  sacred  symbol,  the  Cross  of  Christ, 
that  she  always  bore,  and  lifting  it  towards  the 
storm,  seemed  beneath  its  shelter  to  defy  the 
raging  elements. 

Meanwhile  the  tempest  continued  with  un- 
abated fury,  and  fearful  sounds  were  heard, 
amid  its  pauses.  Mayhap  the  voices  of  the 
elemental  spirits— or  perhaps  the  battle  cries 
borne  thither  from  the  grove  of  Woden.  By 
the  transient  gleams  of  lightning,  wild  figures 
were  seen  hurrying  past,  as  though  on  the 
wings  of  the  storm,  perhaps  the  dread  forma 
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of  demons^  or  panic-stricken  fugitives  from 
Lyndam's  or  the  Sea-king's  hosts. 

"  Oh,  Agatha  !  Confess — confess  the  pre- 
sence !  He  comes  in  anger,  Woden  the  dread- 
ful God  I  And  thou  deniest  his  name.  Alas  1 
alas  !     He  will  destroy  us.*^ 

*«  Pear  not !"  said  Agatha.  "  The  God  that 
raised  the  storm  directs  its  every  lightning, 
and  soon  will  his  breath  be  felt,  and  the  idle 
clouds  be  driven  far  away.'^ 

As  she  spoke,  the  wind  arose  with  a  mighty 
voice,  and  eddying  through  the  air,  drove  the 
dark  vapours  before,  and  severed  the  storm. 
Paler  flashed  the  fire,  fainter  pealed  the 
thunder  in  the  far  east.  The  clouds  parted 
like  a  triumphal  arch,  inscribed  with  lightning 
characters,  and  beneath  its  bend  appeared  the 
silver  moon,  soaring  into  the  height  of  heaven 
like  the  herald  of  peace  ! 
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Agatha  turned  towards  the  priestess.  <^  Be- 
hold !  God  has  dispelled  the  storm !  It  fled 
before  his  breath  !  Were  Woden  the  deity 
thou  believest,  and  were  his  that  tempest,  then 
would  he  have  departed  as  he  came,  in  majesty 
and  not  have  fled  before  the  winds  of  heaven. 
Thus  even  the  hand  of  nature,  whose  signs 
have  been  so  often  misunderstood,  points  to 
the  one  true  God,  whose  reign  is  unity,  and 
consists  not  in  the  warring  of  discordant 
powers,  but  of  attributes  and  influences  that 
are  linked  by  mercy  and  wisdom.^' 

The  priestess  answered  not,  but  an  awe 
come  over  her.  There  sunk  a  silence  on  the 
earth,  a  deep  unutterable  calm,  and  each  as  it 
were  felt  the  presence  of  God.  Anon  through 
the  hush  of  heaven  came  a  holy  sound,  the 
chiming  of  the  bells  of  a  monastery,  that 
seemed  to  peal  a  sacred  anthem ;    it  was  the 
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larum  L^ndam  rung  from  the  towers  of  Saint 
Emmeran  after  the  battle  he  had  so  sternly 
fought. 

Agatha  prayed  and  the  priestess  knelt  by 
her  side!  Was  she  converted?  To  whom 
was  that  prayer  addressed  ?  We  know  not. 
But  she  never  more  was  seen  ministering  at 
the  rites  of  Hertha, 

They  arose^  and  under  the  kindly  shelter  of 
the  night  they  pursued  their  way  to  the  camp 
of  Errol,  in  hopea  of  there  finding  a  place  of 
refuge  and  safety. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


The  information  of  Agatha  and  the  priestess 
had  been  correct.  Errol,  indignant  at  the  cruelty 
and  treachery  of  Lyndarn,  had  afforded  a  safe 
asylum  to  Altren  and  leagued  his  forces  with 
those  of  the  fallen  chief. 

The  endeavours  of  Hronhilde  and  Yrplin 
had  been  crowned  wdth  success,  for  it  was 
known  among  the  followers  of  Altren,  that 
their  lord  had  not  perished,  that  his  cause  was 
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eiot  yet  lost,  and  they  thronged  in  vast  num- 
bers to  bis  camp  to  range  themselves  beneath 
bis  once  victorious  banner. 

Their  armament  soon  acquired  a  formidable 
strength,  and  they  wer^  prepared  for  action, 
when  the  surprising  -  and  welcome  tidings 
arrived,  that  the  union  of  the  Sea-king  and 
Lyndarn  had  been  dissolved,  and  a  sanguinary 
battle  fought,  in  which  either  side  claimed  the 
victory,  but  in  which  to  describe  with  greater 
veracity,  either  side  had  suffered  a  disastrous 
defeat.. 

It  was  in  truth  surprising  that  the 
Abbot  had  been  able  to  resist  the  heretofore 
invincible,  and  by  all  deemed  supernatural 
power  of  the  Sea-king.  We  are  led  to  believe 
the  lord  of  hosts  battled  on  that  day,  and 
though  he  would  not  allow  the  wicked  plans  of 
Lyndarn  to  succeed,  yet  he  would  not  then 
suffer  them  to  be  entirely  defeated,  because  they 
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were  clothed  with  the  semblance  of  his 
holy  word.  These  tidings  caused  the 
chiefs  to  pause  in  their  proceedings,  partly  that 
their  foes  might  vreaUen  each  other  by  a 
continuance  of  the  struggle,  and  partly  on 
Altren's  side,  in  hopes  of  a  union  with  the 
Sea-king,  his  enmity  against  whom  seemed  lo 
have  vanished  as  by  magic. 

But  there  was  in  truth  a  magic,  which  had 
cauied  this  change,  and  the  magician  was  love ! 
Even  on  that  fatal  night,  when  Meresvel  had 
lured  him  to  the  brink  of  destruction,  even  then 
her  dangerons  charms  had  left  an  indelible 
impression  on  bis  mind, — in  that  hour  was 
Valdine  for  the  first  time  forgotten,  and  her 
image  was  dimmed  by  that  of  Meresvel.  Ob, 
frailty  of  the  human  heart!  And  when  Val- 
dine no  more  seemed  near  him,  when  he  had 
been  led  to  believe  it  was  Mereavei  who  had 
saved  him  at  the  festival  of  Hertha,  then   gra- 
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titude  joined  to  passion  sanctioned  it ;  the  past 
appeared  in  a  different  light;  Yaldine,  by 
whom  he  deemed  himself  deserted  in  the  hour 
of  perils  was  banished  from  his  thought,  and 
the  beauteous  daughter  of  ocean  now  reigned 
in  bis  heart.    . 

Aitren  therefore  ardently  desired  an  alliance 
with  the  Sea-king  in  which  she  should  become 
the  pledge  and  the  condition  of  the  treaty,  and 
now  (strange  anomaly  of  the  passions !)  even 
wished  for  a  temporary  success  to  Lyndarn's 
arms,  that  her  sire  weakened  by  defeat,  might 
the  more  eagerly  court  his  aid. 

It  was  from  these  causes,  that  lie  postponed 
the  commencement  of  hostilities,  and  restrained 
the  ardour  of  Errol. 

Still  all  was  preparation  in  the  camp,  and 
all  ready  for  an  immediate  advance.  Daily 
new  friends  arrived-r daily  came  fresh  succour, 
and  tidings  that  some  of  the  hostile  chiefs  had 


158  THE    WOOD    SPIRIT 

renounced  the  alliance  of  Lyndarn — wo» 
over  by  the  indefatigable  agency  of  Hronbilde,. 
who  now  appeared  the  Abbot's  most  fatal  and 
dangerous  enemy.  Whatever  might  be  the 
charm  she  possessed,  at  a  few  words  from  her, 
his  staunchest  adherents  and  allies  regarded 
the  priest  with  horror^  and  deserted  him.  The 
magic  she  used  was  but  the  recital  of 
her  own  deep  miseries,  occasioned  by  the^ 
crimes  of  Lyndam. 

Amid  these  wild  and  rude  scenes  of  war,. 
it  excited  no  small  surprise  when  two  lovely 
maidens  sought  shelter  in  the  camp  of  Errol. 
The  one  was  Agatha,  the  high-souled,  the 
beautiful !  The  other  ? — We  believe  it  was  the 
priestess  of  Hertha,  the  daughter  of  Hronhilde. 
But  of  that  there  is  no  record — we  have  never 
again  heard  certain  mention  of  that  heroic  and 
lovely  being  !  —This  unknown  fugitive,  was  it 
she  ?  scarcely  aught  but  fancy  could  lead  us  to 
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that  belief^  for  she  never  mentioned  the  god- 
dess, and  never  spoke  of  the  past  events  in 
which  the  priestess  had,  taken  so  great  a 
share. 

Her  face  was  never  unveiled  in  that  rude 
camp,  the  only  sign  she  bore  was  a  fast  perish- 
ing garland  of  forget-me-nots,  for  ever  fading 
and  drooping,  but  sinking  slowly  to  death, 
perchance  a  melancholy  emblem  of  her 
heart  1 

The  fugitives  had  claimed  the  protection  of 
Altren,  and  so  sacred  was  the  honor  of  knight- 
hood, that  they  were  as  safe  in  his  tents  as 
they  would  have  been  on  the  steps  of  the 
Altar. — Whatever  was  the  link  of  the  unknown 
with  Agatha,  it  was  not  revealed.  Deep  sad- 
ness seemed  to  oppress  her;  often  was  she 
seen  in  some  lonely  place,  whilst  her  tears 
rained  fast  upon  the  sward  beneath,  and  a 
sweet  low   song    was  poured  from  her  lips. 
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Some  affirmed  that  the  flowers  neuld  then 
glow  with  an  unearthly  light,  and  shake  celes- 
tial perfumes  from  their  dewy  cells.  Some 
said  that  bloom  and  verdure  sprung  where- 
ever  she  trod,  but  man  is  ever  prone  to  ex- 
aggerate, and  to  attribute  the  accidental,  to 
supernatural  causes,  when  he  does  not  find  a 
ready  solution  to  its  appearance. 

She  never  spoke,  save  when  she  sung  some 
melancholy  lay — and  often  would  Altren,  at 
the  sound  of  that  voice,  turn  pale  and  weep, 
but  none  knew  why.  Often  was  that  sweet  song 
beard  in  the  cool  of  evening,  soft  and  silvery 
like  the  rippling  of  a  Bpotlesa  stream,  and 
every  ear  was  charmed  with  its  celestial  har- 
mony— such  might  one  dream  to  hear  at  faU 
of  day  from  hidden  wood-nymph  by  some 
%villow  bordered  lynn, — She  shunned  all  inter- 
course, but  chiefly  with  Yrplin,  who  had  ar- 
rived,  accompanied  by  a  numerous   body   of 
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Altren's  dispersed  soldiers  whom  he  had    suc- 
ceeded in  collecting.     It  thence  appeared  she 
had  been  known   to  him    before,  and  feared 
*  discovery. 

ButTrplin  was  now  too  joyous,  to  heed  ought 
but  this  return  of  favoring  fortune.  His  harp 
now  sounded  again,  and  glad  was  the  heart  of 
the  aged  scald,  that  he  couid  sing  once  more 
at  the  call  of  his  lord.  He  was  often  sum- 
moned by  Altren  to  soothe  the  sorrows  of  the 
unknown  fugitives  with  his  lay,  but  ever  his 
voice  either  opened  a  fresh  source  of  woe, 
or  called  forth  in  that  gentle  breast  a  transient 
and  but  ill  concealed  indignation,  and  often 
would  she  take  the  harp  from  the  hand  of  the 
bard,  and  wake  a  song  by  far  more  sweet  but 
still  in  sad,  and  deeper  plaint. 

Thus  sung  the  scald  on  a  glowing  autumn 
eve;  in  one  of  those  rude,  artless,  northern 
strains,  so  loved  by  the  warriors  of  eld. 
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ROMANCE. 


I. 

It  wag  a  maid  from  forest  green, 
Was  roving  on  the  mountain  *s  side, 

V*hen  setting  sun  brought  summer  e'en. 
And  sunset  on  the  mountains  died. 


It  was  a  knif2»bt  from  castle  proud. 
Was  hunting  on  the  mountaints  side 

When  even-breeze  brought  dew  and  cloud, 
And  breezes  on  the  mountuns  sighed. 


It  was  an  elf  from  stilly  wold, 

Was  resting  on  the  mountain's  side. 

When  falling  shades  came  chilly  cold. 
And  shadows  on  the  mountains  glide. 

II. 

Why  came  the  maid  from  forest  shade? 

Why  sought  the  knight  that  lonely  height  ? 
The  knight  he  loved  the  forest  maid, 

The  forest  maid,  she  loved  the  knight 
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"Why  came  tlie  elf  from  forest  glade  ? 

When  moon  was  bright  and  dells  were  light? 
The  elf  he  loved  the  forest  maid. 

The  forest  maid  she  loved  the  knight. 


Why  frowns  the  elf,  mid  forest  shade  ? 

Why  smiles  the  knight  so  joyous  bright  ? 
The  knight  and  elf  love  forest  maid, 

The  forest  maid,  loves  but  the  knight. 

III. 

Oh  fly  !     Sweet  maiden  1    fly  with  me ! 

StiU  urged,  but  still  in  vain  the  knight, 
Alas  1     Sir  Knight  1     It  may  not  be. 

Since  altar-troth  my  foith  hath  plight. 


But  vow  compelled,  that  is  not  free, 
Both  church  and  lay  hold  loose  and  light, 

Alas  I     Sir  Knight,  it  may  not  be. 
Since  altar-troth  my  &ith  hath  plight. 


I  came  but  here  to  part  from  thee. 
And  brought  the  gifts  of  days  more  bright, 

For  thine  Sir  Knight,  I  may  not  be, 
Since  altar-troth  my  Seuth  hath  plight. 
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IV. 

Oh  I  If  she  yields  upon  that  night — 

And  perjured  with  that  lover  flies^ 
The  elf  will  crown  his  love  and  spite. 
The  maiden  will  become  his  prize ! 


Oh  I  If  she  yields  upon  that  night— 
That  very  hour  her  lover  dies. 

The  elf  will  crown  his  love  and  spite, 
The  maiden  will  become  his  prize ! 


The  lovers  parted  on  that  night. 
With  beating  heart  and  tearful  eyes. 

The  elf  he  frowned  with  ba£9ed  spite. 
The  maid  had  not  become  his  prize ! 

V. 

That  very  hour  on  barren  heath, 

A  warrior  sunk  in  battle's  tide, 
The  maid  mourns  not  that  warrior's  death, 
For  it  was  not  her  loved  one  died ! 


And  free  she  weaves  the  bridal  wreath 
With  flowers  culled  from  mountain's  side, 

The  maid  mourns  not  that  warrior^s  death, 
For  it  was  not  her  loved  one  died ! 
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The  elf  he  raves  in  idle  wrath, 

But  may  not  hurt  the  lovely  bride, 
The  elf  he  mourns  that  wanior^s  death, 

For  it  was  not  her  loved  one  died  I 


Tbe  bard  ceased,  when  the  unknown  sud<« 
denly  rising,  Ufled  the  harp  and  her  sweet 
melancholy  voice  was  heard  in  song  : 


Of  Elfin  lealm  and  feiiry  land 
It  suits  thee  blithely  tell. 

While  fancy  light,  with  airy  hand 
Fhimes  idle  legend  well. 


But  often,  in  the  book  of  fate 
Full  carelessly  we  read. 

And  never  scan,  (or  look  too  late,) 
Where  stands  the  page  of  need. 


Though  &vouring  breeze  the  sail  may  swell. 

That  wafts  our  fortune*s  bark : 
Gaze  at  the  stars— The  tale  they  tell, 

May  cheerless  be  and  dark. 


166  THE    WOOD     SPIRIT. 

Tho*  lightly  onward  bear  the  wave, 
And  joyoudy  we  steer. 

Yet  little  know  we  when  a  grave. 
The  storm  is  digging  near  I 


*Ti8  thus  with  noon-day-glow  we  blind, 

All  wilfully  oiir  sight. 
And  deem  the  heavens  grow  unkind. 

When  tempest  comes  with  night ! 


But  oh  !    Those  clouds  were  nearing  fest, 

Mid  calm  and  sunny  shine . 
And  now  when  dark,  careering  past, 

'Tis  idle  to  repine. 


May-hap  again  will  skies  grow  light, 
And  darkness  pass  away : 
And  still  to  him,  who  sighs  in  night, 
May  dawn  a  brighter  day  ! 


I  too  could  fairy  wonders  tell. 

Of  forest-maid  and  kiright, 
But  'twould  not  suit  these  numbers  well, 

To  tell  of  broken  plight  I 
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That  voice  ! — Lord  Altren  !  knowest  thou 
not  that  voice? — Whilst  the  harmony  yet 
floated  undulating  upon  the  air,  the  chief  rose 
from  his  seat,  pale  and  trembling.  He  could 
scarcely  pronounce  the  words : — "  Who  art 
thou  ?  ^'  but  the  songstress  was  gone  ! 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


That  fair  and  unknown  minstrel  was  seen  no 
more  by  Altren  in  the  camp,  though  it  was 
said  she  had  frequently  since  been  beheld  by 
others,  and  even  near  to  the  tent  of  the  chief- 
She  must  indeed  have  been  there,  for  her  voice 
often  stole  upon  the  silence  of  the  evening,  at 
times  in  song,  at  times  in  soft  notes  of  un- 
worded  harmony ;  many  said  it  was  but  the 
low  sigh  of  the  breeze  in  the  boughs,  or  the 
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distant  music  of  a  falling  stream,  whilst  others 
believed  it  to  be  the  Wood-spirit  roaming  at 
day-fall. 

A  deep  melancholy  oppressed  Altren  since 
the  appearance  of  the  unknown  ;  his  heart 
yearned  to  the  past,  and  again  he  thought  of 
Yaldine. 

But  the  arrival  of  Vasmer  and  the  tidings 
of  which  he  was  the  bearer  roused  him  from 
his  thoughts. 

Not  as  a  messenger  of  gladness  came  the 
page  to  his  lord ;  sad  was  the  tale  he  had  to 
tell.     It  was  a  tale  of  death  and  sorrow  ! 

The  joy  of  their  meeting  was  clouded  by  the 
history  of  the  past,  and  many  aheairt  beat 
anxiously  at  the  recital  of  Vasmer  as  he  thus 
addressed  his  lord  in  the  presence  of  the 
assembled  chiefs : 

*^  When  the  flood  of  battle  had  parted  me 

YOL.  II.  I 
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from  thy  aide  on  the  heights  of  Saiat  Emme- 
ran,  and  with  irresistible  fury  rushed  upon 
the  flight  of  thy  troops,  as  with  one  simuU 
tancous  impulse  all  made  fur  Schloas  Altrea. 
Numbers  perished  in  the  fearful  floods  which 
followed  us,  and  but  a  scanty  remnant  gained 
the  portal  of  the  castle.  Once  safe  within  its 
walls  every  one  asked  for  its  lord,  whom  they 
had  deserted  in  their  panic.  The  sad  truth 
was  soon  apparent,  that  he  had  fallen,  or  was 
a  captive. 

"  Wrath  and  grief  now  banished  terror,  and 
each  rude  soldier  registered  a  solemn  vow,  to 
issue  from  the  castle  on  the  morrow,  and 
rescue  their  loved  lord,  or  perishing  avenge 
him.  In  vain  I  urged  how  useless  and  how 
hopeless  were  such  an  attempt,  and  that  their 
best  endeavour  would  be  to  hold  the  Schloaa 
as  long  as  it  was  tenable.  If  their  lord  had 
by  any  chance  escaped,  it  would  be  a  place  of 
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refuge  for  him ; — ^if  he  was  a  captive^  he  might 
be  ransomed,  and  in  every  case^  the  chieftains 
of  the  land  would  unite  to  repel  the  invader 
and  by  those  means  he  would  at  last  be  libera- 
ted and  saved,  l^ut  blind  with  grief  and  rage, 
they  would  not  heed,  and  determined  upon 
periling  their  desperate  venture  on  the  morrow. 
How  futile  were  their  plans  ! 

^'  The  whole  night  the  storm  raged  fright- 
fully in  darkness.  The  waves  at  times  rose 
higher  than  the  ramparts,  and  shook  the 
towers  till  we  feared  their  fall,  whilst  the  spray 
leaping  over  the  battlements  flooded  the 
courts,  l^he  wild  sea-demons,  lifted  phos- 
phor torches  on  the  points  of  the  billows,  and 
ocean  serpents*  flitted  past  the  portals  of  the 
castle.    Their  panic  once  over,  no  new  terrors 


*  Serpents  and  dragons,  &c  were  the  names  given  to  the 
▼eisels  of  the  Sea-kings. 

I  3 
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could  appal  the  soldiers  of  Altren^  and  \vith 
firm  resolve  they   awaited    the    approaching 

mom* 

^'  The  morning  came^  darkness  had  fled^ 
the  storm  was  hushed — the  waves  had  fallen ! 
All  rushed  to  the  ramparts  with  hearts  on 
fire,  prepared  to  issue  forth ;  nought  was 
heard  but  the  clash  of  steel  and  the  hastening 
word,  ^  To  the  rescue  of  Lord  Altren  V^  AB 
rushed  to  the  ramparts, — a  crj  of  anger  and 
despair  burst  forth  as  they  turned  baffled  from 
the  attempt  ! 

*^  Far  and  wide  around  the  battlements 
spread  the  ocean,  heaving  with  the  swell  of 
the  late  storm,  which  as  it  broke  against  the 
walls,  sounded  like  the  scoffing  laugh  of  the 
sea-demons,  that  lurked  beneath. 

^^  Nor  boat  nor  bark  had  we ;  no  chance  of 
escape.  While  far  along  the  horizon  to  the 
sea^ward  laid  a  fleet,  with  fhint-seen  sails  and 
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pennons^  like  the  lurid  mist  foreboding  a 
storm  ;  and  on  the  heights  of  the  now  distant 
shore  was  ranged  the  dread  encampment  of 
the  ocean  lord^  indistinct  and  shadowy,  cling- 
ing like  thunderclouds  to  the  darkened 
hills ! 

^*  We  beheld  in  silent  despair !  No  one 
ventured  to  advise^  for  we  all  felt  that  human 
strength  was  of  no  avail.  We  saw  and  trem- 
bled. 

^*  How  dread  were  the  night  fires  of  that 
fleet  and  camp  !  At  fall  of  evening  the  flags 
and  pennons,  waved  forth  from  the  distant 
mist  along  the  shadowy  ships,  like  shifting 
clouds  at  sunset,  the  phantomlike  sails  swelled 
and  from  their  hollows  came  forth  a  magic 
breeze,  lighting  the  water  that  rolled  in  phos- 
phor flames;  circling  along  the  horizon  ran 
that  wondrous  fire,  the  signal  lights  upon  the 
demon  fleet !    Whilst  in  the  camp,  the  clouds 
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grew  black  upon  the  hills,  and  sent  forth  con- 
stant light  Dings. 

"Then  could  we  hear  the  distant  shout 
and  boisterous  mirth  of  either  armament,— it 
might  have  been  mistaken  for  the  clash  of 
waves  and  muttering  thunder,  so  alike  were 
the  discordant  Bounds. 

"Then  came  the  nightly  asasuU  of  those 
demon  foes.  Night  after  night,  it  came,  wrap- 
ped in  storm  and  darkness;  the  lightning 
struck  the  towers,  the  waves  battered  and  un- 
dermined the  walls — with  the  morning,  the 
demons  fled.  The  clouds  swept  back,  and 
with  them  the  fleet,  scarcely  to  be  distinguished 
from  their  dark  mass,  and  then  again  we  beheld 
the  same  glassy  sea  and  crystal  heaven! 

*'  Each  morning  shewed  a  sad  diminution  of 
our  numbers.  Many  had  been  struck  by  the 
lightning-shafts,  many  swept  from  the  battle- 
ments by  the  waters.     A  wild  frenzy  seized  the 
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survivors,  they  could  neither  resist  nor  fly. 
Both  coiurage  and  fear  brought  the  same 
results. 

*<Tower  afcer  tower  fell^  wall  after  wall  crumb* 
led  into  the  deep,  whelming  their  defenders. 

^^  At  length  only  one  tower  remained  tenable. 
It  was  the  famed  tower  of  Rolf^  the  strongest 
of  the  castle.  Thither  I  and  my  few  re- 
maining companions  retired.  It  still  with- 
stood the  continued  nightly  assaults  and  the 
slow  sapping  leaguer  of  the  day,  and  we 
lived  on  without  a  hope  of  succour.  Day 
after  day  passed,  night  after  night.  And 
wilder  and  louder,  each  time,  the  waves 
knocked  at  the  tottering  portals  for  admis- 
sion. 

*^  At  length  all  my  companions  but  one 
had  perished,  and  he,  overcome  by  despair 
and  uttering  fearful  imprecations,  leaped  into 
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the  waters.  His  death<groan  was  drowned 
by  their  laiighlike  gush  as  they  eddied  and 
closed  over  him.  That  circling  eddy  looked 
like  a  smile  of  derision  on  the  face  of  the 
deep. 

"  I  was  now  alone  in  the  tower,  and  with- 
out hope.  The  day  passed  heavily  as  before. 
When  the  evening  came  I  climbed  the  high- 
est battlement,  gazing  around  in  the  idle 
hope  of  aid.  On  the  horizon,  the  miBt-en- 
veloped  fleet  began  to  glow  with  a  light 
even  more  lurid  than  usual,  and  methought 
as  the  sun  set  beyond  it  I  could  see  the 
masts  and  rigging  looming  through  the  dis- 
tant haze  plainer  than  ever.  On  the  far 
shore,  I  beheld  the  clouds  begin  to  blacken 
on  the. hills,  and  the  first  faint  death-gleams 
struggling  in  their  wombs. 

"  Beneathj  the   sea   was  calm,   the  sky  wu 
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clear  above,  and  by  that  serenity  increased  the 
terrors  that  I  beheld  gathering  around  me  on 
the  verge  of  sight !  Dark  and  steni  the  solitary 
tower  stood  alone  in  the  midst  of  the  inundating 
sea. 

"The  evening  waned.  Again  the  streamers  and 
pennons  waved  forth,  again  the  sails  seemed 
to  swell,  again  rose  the  wind,  and  as  the  tide 
came  booming  hoarse  and  harsh,  I  heard  its 
waters  chafe  and  gush  in  the  lower  chambers 
of  the  tower,  and  felt  the  walls  tremble  to  the 
heavy  swell. 

^  I  knew  that  their  foundations  were  now 
fully  undermined,  and  that  they  must  fall  in 
the  storm  of  this  night.  I  prepared  for. 
death,  when  gazing  across  the  sea  towarda 
the  shore  in  an  agonizing  but  idle  hope,  I 
beheld  a  dark  object  moving  towards  me.  I 
could    see  but    indistinctly  in   the    twilight; 

i;    5 


both  lide  and  wind  were  against  it,  and  yet 
fwondrous  to  relate)  it  reared  rapidlj.  At  last 
it  touched  the  wall  of  the  solitary  tower.  Gra- 
cious providence !  it  was  a  tree  fresh  uprooted 
from  the  forest.  The  dew  of  heaven 
yet  clinging  to  its  gparkluig  leaves.  Oh 
what  a  joy !  what  a  cheering  hope !  Without 
even  pausing  to  cast  aside  my  armour,  1 
leaped  from  the  wall  and  seized  a  verdant 
branch,  that  stretched  towards  me  like  an 
aiding  arm.  Scarcely  had  I  grasped  it,  when 
the  fleet  came  sweeping  on  with  its  storm. 
Never  yet  had  the  tempest  been  so  violent, 
but  a  green  bough  rose  from  the  tree  like  a 
pail,  and  that  very  destroying  wind  wafted  me 
towards  the  shore, 

"  There  seemed  to  be  a  magic  in  that  tree, 
for  although  the  waves  towered  around  to 
whelm  it,  yet  it  rode  their  surface  and   dashed 
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over  them  like  a  thing  of  life.  Sure  it  must 
have  been  sent  to  my  succour  by  the  spirit 
of  its  woods..'^ 

Altren  sighed  at  the  words^  for  uncon- 
sciously he  thought  of  Yaldine.  And  who  else 
could  it  have  been,  that  would  thus  kindly 
minister  to  his  fallen  house  ? 

Yrplin  listened  with  wrapt  enthusiasm, 
and  found  many  a  theme  for  legendary  song, 
while  the  Christian  sceptic  saw  but  in  the 
supernatural  fleet  those  natural  appearances 
which  often  herald  a  storm  at  sea,  and  show 
•8  by  optical  illusion,  fancied  navies  on  the 
distant  horizon. 

The  page  continued — ^^  I  had  not  progres- 
sed far  from  the  tower  before  the  waves 
swept  mountains  high  around  it.  They  scal- 
ed its  walls,  and  tipped  with  lurid  flames 
peered  into  it  over  the  rim  of  iis  battlements^ 
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ifihile  beneath,  their  giant  forms  were  clad  in 
sable  darkness.  Well  might  they  clash  in 
tumultuous  joy !  The  last  of  its  defenders  was 
gone.  I  watched  the  event  in  anxious  expec- 
tation —  between  their  constant  and  furious 
heaving,  I  could  still  discern  the  dark  mass  of 

■ 

the  tower  momentarily  revealed,  and  as  swiftly 
hidden,  as  in  constant  play  the  billows  rose 
and  fell  around,  but  it  stood  and  dashed  back 
their  baffled  force,  when  a  storm  from  the  land 
rising  in  its  power  rushed  over  me  to  seaward, 
leaving  the  sky  one  deep  black  mass,  streaked 
with  lurid  fire.  Still  the  tower  stood  when  a 
flash  intensely  vivid,  struck  its  tottering  walls. 
I  saw  them  then  drop  into  the  waves,  but  their 
falling  crash  was  drowned  in  the  reverbera- 
tiilg  thunder. 

"  A  howl  of  triumph  pealed  along  the  sea, 
which  might  be  likened  to  the  shrillest  blast 
of  a  destroying  whirlwind. 
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*^  The  waves  rolled  fiercer,  and  as  I  was 
driven  onward,  I  beheld  by  the  livid  gleams 
a  huge  stone  tossed  like  a  feather  upon  their 
topmost  points,  and  hurled  from  one  to  the 
other  as  in  sport.  *  It  was  a  tombstone  !  and 
on  its  surface  I  read  graven  the  name  of  Rolf!^ 
— Thus  thought  I  ends  the  feud  of  ocean  with 
the  Hofue  of  Alii  en.^ 


There  was  a  pause.  Grief  and  awe  were 
paiiited  on  every  face,  but  mostly  on  that  of 
Altren.  ^*  Alas  ^^  exclaimed  the  chief,  as  he 
thought  of  the  words  of  Meresvel  in  the  dun- 
geon, when  she  told  him  his  castle  was  taken 
and  his  garrison  destroyed — ^^  Alas !  had  I  but 
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knowD  it  sooner  that  the  defence  was  thus 
prolonged,  I  might  [wrhaps  have  succouied  my 
friends  in  time !  But  she  said  that  the 
castle  had  fallen^  and  that  all  had  perished — the 
traitress  !  j^et,  no  !  she  must  have  erred." 

"  That  night,"  contiDued  the  page^  "  the 
demons,  as  though  satislied  nith  their  success, 
curbed  the  storm  sooner  than  was  iheir  wont, 
and  the  sea  was  nearly  calm  when  I  reached 
the  shore.  Exhausted  and  almost  senseless 
I  clung  to  the  earth.  When  I  recovered,  the 
tree  was  gone !  There  was  scarcely  a  ripple 
on  the  waters,  and  there  was  no  current;  it 
could  not  have  floated  away,  it  could  not  have 
sunk,  yet  it  was  not  there  I  I  addressed  a 
prayer  of  thanks  to  heaven,  and,  may  the 
fathers  of  the  church  forgive  me — to  Val^ 
dine. 

"  While   thus   I   lay,   a   wild  and    haggard 
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woman  came  towards  me.  She  succoured  me. 
But  for  her  I  must  have  perished  on  the  beach. 
She  procured  me  arms  and  a  steed  for  my 
flighty  and  told  me  that  Altren,  my  loved  lord,  * 
was  safe  in  the  camp  of  Errol.  She  said  her 
name  was  Hronhilde,  and  that  the  day  of  ven-* 
geance  was  at  hand.  She  spoke  wildly  and 
incoherently  of  wrongs  sustained  from  the 
Abbot,  and  of  a  fearful  retribution,  that  was 
drawing  nigh.  I  met  her  once  again  on  my 
flight,  and  then  she  was  surrounded  by  a 
throng  of  serfs,  whom  her  appeals  and  harrow- 
ing tale  had  roused  to  arms  against  the  rule  of 
Lij^ndam. 

^^  Hither  I  was  hastening  when  I  was  ob- 
served, and  pursued  by  the  enemy.  And  I 
came  in  the  course  of  my  flight  to  the  grove  of 
Woden.*' 

He  then  proceeded    to  relate  his   meeting 


with  Agatha  and  her  (to  him)   unknown   com- 
panion, and  the  subsequent  battle. 

"  Driven  back  from  the  Oak  of  Woden,  and 
■from  L^ndam,  I  struggled,  heedless  of  the 
rest,  to  reach  the  mitred  tyrant,  but  in  vain. 
Wounded  and  crushed  by  the  crowding  masses, 
I  was  borne  to  the  ground.  What  then  hap- 
pened 1  know  not.  When  first  I  recovered 
consciousness,  the  battle  had  ceased,  the  hosts 
were  retiring,  and  I  heard  a  storm  rolling 
away,  I  was  left  alone  with  the  dead  and 
dying.  I  hastened  to  the  oak,  it  still  towered 
majestic,  but  the  fugitives  it  had  concealed 
were  no  longer  there.  Oh,  God  !  I  deemed 
they  must  have  perished.  Small  indeed  must 
have  been  the  chance  of  their  escape,  and  I 
ventured  not  to  hope  that  I  should  find  Aga- 
tha in  the  camp  of  Errol. 

"  Hither  I    hastened,  but  many  obstacles 
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thwarted  my  flight,  during  which  I  heard  of 
the  continued  feud  between  Lyndam  and  the 
Sea-king.  The  former  had  surprised  the  camp 
of  his  enemy  and  although  repulsed,  had  suc- 
ceeded in  capturing  the  daughter  of  the  ocean- 
lord,  the  lovely  Meresvel,  in  -whom  he  beheld 
the  means  of  enforcing  any  terms  he  might 
propose.** 

^*  Meresvel  !"  exclaimed  Aliren,  starting 
from  his  seat,  all  other  thoughts  banished 
at  the  name  of  her  who  had  saved  him  from 
certain  death,  (for  that  was  still  his  belief,) 
**  Meresvel  in  the  power  of  Lyndam  ?'* 

^^  Even  so  I'*  replied  the  page,  "  and  stimu- 
lated by  revenge,  it  is  said  he  exposes  her  to 
the  wildest  indignities.  It  is  even  said,  that 
himself  has  coveted  her  charms,  and  not 
scrupled  to  use  his  power  !** 

"  Where  is  she  ?'' 

^^  In  the  monastery  of  Saint  Emmeran.^' 
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^^  My  horse  and  arms/'  ^ 

Forth  from  the  tent  rushed  the  chief  and 
vanished  from  the  eyes  of  his  astonished 
friend. 

The  next  moment  the  receding  hoofs  of  a 
courser  were  heard  ringing  in  the  camp. 
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CHAPTER  XIL 


'^  Brim  another  Goblet  to  the  pledge/'  cried 
Lyndarn  as  he  sat  surrounded  by  his  lawless 
friends  in  the  banquet*hali  of  Saint  Emmeran. 
^^  Another  goblet  to  the  pledge : — destruction 
to  our  enemies  and  success  to  our  loves ! — 
What  sayest  thou  lovely  Meresvel !  Revel  we 
not  as  gaily  in  the  hall  of  the  monastery,  as  in 
the  camp  of  the  rover  ?^* — and  he  seized  the 
fair  maiden  by  his  side  in  rude  embrace. 
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Suppressed  but  unavailing  anger  passed 
over  her  face  so  marble-pale,  as  when  a  thun- 
der cloud  casts  its  shadow  upon  snow.'* 

Loud  rung  the  wild  uproar  of  those  lawless 
wassailers^  as  they  quaffed  acknowledgment 
to  the  Abbot's  pledge.  Shrill  rang  the  ribald 
song,  waking  the  sacred  echoes  of  the  neigh- 
bouring church. — The  aged  monks  emulating 
the  intemperance  of  youth,  had  cast  aside  their 
cowls  and  sable  stoles,  and  joined  eagerly  in  the* 
boisterous  chorus. 

We  must  not  believe  that  the  Abbot  obeyed 
solely  the  impulse  of  his  heart,  or  that  himself 
found  the  pleasure  his  companions  experienced 
in  such  scenes  of  revelry  ;  far  from  that,  it  was 
but  policy  that  forced  him  thus  to  concede  to 
the  passions  of  his  associates,  and  to  follow 
their  example.  They  were  freebooters  and  cri- 
minals whom  the  lure  of  plunder  and  pleasure 
had  assembled  from  every  part.     Nothing  good 
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or  holy  had  value  in  their  ejes,  and  as  their 
desperate  valour  surpassed  that  of  most  other 
men,  even  thus  did  their  contempt  of  all  that 
was  venerated  on  earth  exceed  the  measure  of 
the  moat  atrocious.  On  their  allegiance  de-* 
pended  the  very  existence  of  Lyddarn.  They 
knew  it,  and  for  this  they  ruled  within  the 
monastic  \ralls.  But  the  Abbot  was  brave-* 
valour  always  carries  its  sway  with  the  warlike, 
thence  he  was  implicitly  obeyed  in  the  cadop, 
and  as  long  as  pleasure  marked  their  hours  of 
peacci  and  plunder  those  of  war, — so  long  could 
Lyndarn  depend  on  their  services  and  hope 
for  success  in  all  his  schemes. 

But  intoxication  had  now  fully  loose  :.ed  the 
bands  of  obedience :  fresh  crowds  of  revellers 
kept  pouring  into  the  banquet-hall,  till  it  no 
longer  sufficed  to  contain  their  increasing  num- 
bers.— All  struggled  at  the  same  time,  to  reach 
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the  loaded  board,  and  a  wild  sceae  of  upro&r 
and  confusion  ensued. 

"  What  ho !  Lyndam,  '*  cried  a  voice  from 
the  crowd — "  why  are  we  pent  up  in  this 
narrow  den,  when  there  is  a  wider  space  go 
near  at  hand?" 

"  Where  ?  Where  ?"  roared  a  hundred 
voices. 

"Why!  In  the  church!  By  Woden!  It 
will  malce  a  famous  banquet-hall  1" 

Whether  from  an  awe  at  thus  polluting  the 
sacred  pile,  or  merely  from  a  wish  to  uphold 
the  terrors  of  religion,  as  an  engine  of  com- 
mand, Lyndarn  forbade  their  entrance,  but  at 
the  words  throng  upon  throng  rushed  impetu- 
ously into  the  stately  aisles. 

"  What  ?"  they  cried  in  irony — "hast  thou 
not  often  held  a  banquet  here  before?  Thou 
and  thy  bald-pated  monks  ?     Go  to  ! — I  gage 
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we  find  the  goblets  standing  ready  on  the  table^ 
and  brimmed  with  goodly  wine !'' 

A  burst  of  merriment  answered  the  profane 
jest^  and  they  continued  to  rush  into  the 
venerable  pile. 

^*  Ho,  priest !— Light  the  tapers. — Sooth ! — 
Here's  a  goodly  ball  for  sacrifice  ! — Now  for  a 
joyous  night  !'* 

The  hallowed  tapers  were  lighted — the 
sacred  vessels  filled  with  unconsecrated  wine, 
and  the  altar  was  soon  spread  with  the  filthy 
remnants  of  that  intemperate  feast. 

Lyndarn  seeing  that  resistance  was  vain, 
followed  the  rest,  and  as  was  always  his  custom, 
and  one  on  which  was  founded  his  power  over 
those  wild  minds — pre-eminence  in  every  scene 
where  he  was  present,  surpassed  them  all  in 
his  boisterous  and  stormy  mirth. 

The  portals  of  the  church  were  closed,  and 
within  all  was  uproar  and  lawless  merriment. 
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Strange  was  the  contrast  of  the  place  and 
those  who  thronged  it !  The  vast  pile  was 
but  partly  lighted^  and  the  voice  of  wassail 
came  forth  from  amid  sepulchral  gloom. 

The  banqueters  seated  themselves  upon  the 
tombs,  the  goblets  were  filled  at  the  altars,  and 
the  hollow  echoing  of  the  vaults,  as  though 
they  knew  not  how  to  return  another  sound, 
gave  back  the  song  of  ribaldry  like  a  dirge  of 
death. — The   shout  of  applause   rung  like  a 
shriek  of  agony  through  the  aisles.     Now  the 
echoes  fell  from  the  vaulted  domes  like  the  im- 
precations of  demons  hovering  above,  now  they 
rose  in  mutterings  from  the  hollow  tombs  as 
though   the   dead   within   them  were  awaking 
and  about   to   burst   the  fetters  of  an  eternal 
sleep. — So  strange  were  the  sounds,  one  might 
have  expected  to  see  them  arise  every   moment 
from  their  charnelled  rest,  gaunt  and'  ghastly 
to  stalk  in  the  revels  of  those  reckless  rioters  ! 
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Lyndarn^  whether  from  policy,  whether  he 
had  really  caught  the  contagion  of  the  rest,  or 
that  the  dazzling  charms  of  the  beauteous 
Meresvel  had  awakened  a  wild  frenzy  within 
him,  entered  eagerly  into  the  spirit  of  the 
scene,  and  seemed  the  fountain  from  which 
the  obscene  mirth  drew  its  polluted  source. 

Meresvel  laid  helpless  in  the  Abbot's  arms, 
while  pride  and  anger  flashing  from  her  eyes, 
gave  her  a  fit  appearance  for  an  actor  in  such 
a  scene;  but  it  was  evident  her  pride  alone 
was  wounded.    Still  she  was  beautiful !  Beau- 
tifiil  as  a  fiend,  sent  by  the  spirit  of  evil  to  lure 
to  destruction.  Her  raven  hair  waved  dishevel- 
led over  her  white  bosom  as  when  the  dark 
tresses  of  the  storm-tossed  pine  stream  over 
winter  snow.    The  anger,  which  sate  on  her 
haughty  brow  made  it  but  look  the    more 
queenlike.    The  lightnings  flashing  from  her 
eyes,  told  how  bright  must  be  the  fire  from 
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inrhich  thej  drew  their  source.  Lyndam  be- 
held^ and  in  vain  the  sea-maiden  called  upon 
her  sire !  In  vain  she  invoked  storm  and 
wave.  Her  spells  must  have  lost  their  force 
within  the  holy  precincts  of  the  church ;  she 
had  no  more  power  there  than  a  common 
mortal. 

The  Abbot  laughed  her  agony  to  scorn !-— 
*^  Thy  sire  ! — He  flies  before  my  arm. — ^Thy 
waves  !  They  came^  and  yet  I  conquered !  No, 
maiden,  thou  art  mine  despite  thy  powers. 
Thine  only  power  that  I  own,  lays  in  thy 
charms — and  they  perhaps  will  soon  tire  me ; 
but  despair  not !  Thou  wilt  find  more  admi- 
rers amid  yon  crowd  of  wassailers." 

*^  I  will  find  avengers  too  !*^ 

^^  They  will  not  avail  thee  here,"  cried  Lyn- 
darn,  gazing  on  the  thronged  aisles  ^^they  mast 
be  doughty  knights  who  venture  here.  But 
methinks  it  is  time   that    I  converted  thee, 
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Pagan.    We  will  to  the  sacristy,  and  I  will 
teach  thee  another  faith/' 

She  straggled  in  the  arms  of  the  Abbots  she 
called  upon  those  around  her,  but  a  laugh  of 
derision  was  the  only  reply — she  struggled, 
but  in  Tain. 

As  the  night  waned  the  wassail  grew  louder 
and  wilder,  all  restraint  was  banished,  and 
even  worse  sufferings  than  she  had  yet  expe- 
rienced threatened  Meresvel.  In  the  frenzy  of 
despair  she  succeeded  in  freeing  herself  from 
the  arms  of  her  tormentors,  and  rushing  to 
the  altar  seized  a  crucifix  that,  like  a  wrath 
announcing  Gtod,  towered  over  the  scene*  For 
a  moment  she  repelled  her  reeling  assaiknts  ; 
but  her  effort  would  have  proved  unavailing 
had  not  their  attention  been  diverted  by  the 
clang  of  a  courser's  hoofs  echoing  from  with- 
out. 

A  thundering  summons  was  heard  at  the 
K  3 
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monastery  gate.  A  loud  voice  asked  for  Lyn- 
dam  in  a  tone  of  anger.  The  merriment^  wild 
as  it  was,  paused  at  the  unwonted  sound.  The 
Abboty  he  knew  not  why,  turned  pale  and 
trembled. 

At  length  a  messenger  entered  the  crowd 
of  expectant  rioters.  ^^  A  knight  from  the  camp 
of  Enrol  demands  audience  of  my  Lord  Lyn- 
darn/'  said  the  warder. 

^<  Ha !  From  Errol  ?''  exclaimed  the  Abbot, 
somewhat  relieved  by  the  announcement.-— 
'^  Not  now  !  not  now  !  Yet  wait !  Without 
doubt,  he  brings  proposals  for  the  renewal  of 
our  alliance.  Ay  !  ay !  They  have  all  learned 
to  fear  me.  s  Bid  him  enter. — Stay, — no,  not 
here ! — Errol  is  a  bigotted  christian.  He  must 
not  see  nor  hear  of  this  carousal  in  the  holy 
church.  Bring  the  messenger  here  at  your 
peril !  Guard  the  passages.  Take  him  to  the 
sacristy.    Let  him  there  await  me.^ 
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At  the  anoouncement  that  it  was  but  a  soli- 
tary envoy  from  the  camp  of  Enrol,  and,  as 
they  belieyed,  a  bearer  of  peace  and  submis- 
sion, the  wassail  was  renewed  with  redoubled 
energy,  and  again  the  pile  echoed  to  the  sounds 
of  unholy  revelry ! 

Redining  among  the  tombs  of  departed 
heroes  lay  the  wretched  outlaws,  soiled  by 
every  crime,  listless  and  exhausted  by  intem- 
perance, the  marks  of  which  were  strewed 
around*  Some  staggered  to  the  emptied  flag- 
gons,  and  parched  with  tormenting  thirst, 
drained  the  last  drop  they  held.  Others,  un- 
able to  rise,  called  for  another  draught.  Num- 
bers, furious  with  drunkenness,  rushed  about, 
assailing  all  they  met,  and  shouting  horrid 
Uasphemy ;  Meresvel  was  torn  from  the  altar, 
but  still  found  a  respite  in  their  contentions,  as 
they  fought  among  themselves  for  the  prize, 
whilst  above  this  mass  of  furious  riot  and  list- 
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less  exhaustion,  spread  the  dark  vaulted  roof  of 
the  church,  frowning  down  upon  them  tike  the 
brow  of  angered  heaven  ! 

The  tapers  burned  low  and  untrimmed,  and 
aa  they  glimmered  from  the  distiuit  altars  thej 
threw  a  broken  and  ghastly  light,  shining  on 
the  revel,  that  looked  like  a  gloomy  festival  of 
hell! 

Lyndam,  conspicuous  among  the  rest,  had 
risen,  and  attempted  to  efface  the  marks  of 
intemperance  from  his  person,  preparatory  to 
his  interview  with  the  stranger.  He  still  de- 
layed, for  he  felt  a  fearful  presage,  though  he 
knew  not  the  cause.  At  length  he  prepared  to 
leave  the  polluted  dome,  when  the  sound  of 
altercation  came  distantly  from  without,  yet 
loud  enough  to  be  heard  above  the  din  around. 

It  was  that  voice  again,  louder  and  more 
angry  than  before.  Presently  came  the  noJie 
of  strife  as  though  some   were   forcing   their 
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way  to  the  church.  None  heard  it  save  Lyn- 
dam — ^but  apprehension  hath  a  heedful  ear. 
The  riot  within  was  loud,  still  it  reached  him 
and  he  remained  rivetted  to  the  spot. 

'^  Revenge  and  liberty  !"  eried  Meresvel^  as 
at  length,  she  too  caught  the  sounds,  though 
Struggling  among  the  combatants  at  the  altar, 
whose  blood  began  to  stain  the  marble  steps. 

^  Give  way  this  instant  !  Where  is  the 
traitor  priest?*^  and  the  crash  of  riven  armour 
rang  through  the  distant  passages  of  the 
monastery. 

Lyndam  trembled  as  he  heard  the  voice, 
and  cursed  the  noise  of  the  rioters  around 
him. 

"  Silence !  hear  ye  not  thcU  voice  ?** 

His  wild  words  were  lost  on  the  eager  and 
frantic  rout  he  addressed. 

The  heavy  and  hurried  steps  of  some  one 
rapidly  approaching  were  now  distinctly  heard. 
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''  Lyndarn  !''  shouted  a  voice.  He  had 
heard  that  voice  pronounce  his  name  once 
before  in  similar  call,  and  it  sounded  strangely 
familiar  to  his  ear. 

In  scarcely  more  than  a  whisper,  lest  the 
summoner  should  learn  his  presence,  Lyndarn 
conjured  his  friends  to  succour  him.  In  vain  ! 
They  were  deaf,  alike  to  danger  and  command. 
Again  came  that  call. 

«  Lyndarn !" 

At  the  word  the  heavy  blow  of  a  mace  fell 
crashing  against  the  portal,  it  trembled  in 
every  plank. 

The  Abbot  still  clenched  the  vibrating  bolts, 
as  though  his  strength  could  have  added  aught 
to  the  security  of  the  ponderous  iron.  Blow 
after  blow  fell  thundering  on  the  door,  but 
only  the  sound  of  bestial  merriment  answered 
from  within,  mingled  with  the  piercing  shrieks 
of  Meresvel. 
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^  Great  God !''  exclaimed  the  stranger, 
pausing  for  a  moment  horror-stricken  at  the 
scene.    ^  This  in  thine  holy  temple  V' 

^^  What  dost  thou  want  of  me,  and  who  art 
thou?''  shrieked  Lyndarn. 

The  knight  replied  not,  but  gazing  on  the 
Abbot,  lifted  his  arm,  and  slowly — slowly  and 
sternly  raised  his  vizor ! 

It  was  Altren. 

'^  The  dead !  the  dead  V^  cried  Lyndarn, 
and  fell  prostrate  on  the  steps  of  the 
altaf. 

*'  The  dead  I  shrieked  the  appalled  crowd. 

'^  The  dead  !''  echoed  the  chamelled  vaults. 

For  a  moment  the  stunned  rioters  stood 
motionless  and  paralysed — like  effigies  of  stone 
on  the  surrounding  tombs,  glaring  with  fren- 
zied eyes  on  the  intruder,  whom  that  exclama- 
tion taught  them  to  believe  one  come  from  the 
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ALtrea    advanced 


dead.       With   lifted 
towards  the  altar. 

The  moment  he  moved;  the  throng  half- 
sobered  by  terror,  started  up  with  piercing 
yetla,  and  crushing  each  other  in  the  eager- 
ness of  their  desperate  flight  rushed  out  of  the 
church  Uke  a  phantom  rout  in  a  troubled  dream. 
All  fled,  save  Lyudarn,  who  remained 
motionless  on  the  steps  of  the  altar  beneath 
the  dreadful  gaze  of  Altren,  fixed  on 
him  from  the  distance,  and  Mereavel,  who 
stood  statue-like  and  pale  by  his  side. 

The  chief  advanced  with  lifted  mace.— 
Lyndarn  crouched  beneath  the  expected  death- 
blow. 

"  This  once,  yon  altar  saves  thee,  but  thy 
respite  is  not  long  1"  Then,  as  though  Lyndarn 
was  not  worth  further  heed,  the  knight  turned 
to  Meresvel,   who  was  scarcely  less  ajipalied 
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than  the  Abbot;  for  she  too  had  believed 
Altren  dead — and  she  too  feared  his  vengeance 
not  knowing  his  delusion  with  regard  to  his 
escape  at  the  bath  of  Hertha. 

*^  Oh !  Am  I  yet  in  time  to  rescue  thee  from 
defilement^  lovely  daughter  of  ocean  ? — Am  I 
yet  in  time  to  requite  the  perils  thou  didst 
undergo  to  save  me  from  inevitable  death  ?" 

At  first  she  considered  those  words  irony ; 
but  the  tone  and  manner  of  Altren  soon  prov- 
ing the  reverse,  she  replied — 

**  Meresvel  may  not  fall  beneath  the  power 
of  man.  But  lose  not  time,  my  Altren  !  Fly  ! 
ere  the  panic-stricken  fugitives  rally  from  their 
fears,  and  surround  thee.'' 

And  indeed  it  seemed  by  the  noise  without 
as  though  they  were  returning  to  the  church. 

Altren  seized  her  in  his  arms,  and  bearing 
her  through  the  aisles,  gained  the  portal.  The 
passages  before  him  were  filling  with  the  re- 
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turning  wassailers — ^but  with  unclosed  vizor  he 
rushed  on,  and  owing  to  the  general  confusion 
which  prevailed  none  ventured  to  bar  his  re- 
treat. He  passed  the  ramparts,  and  reached 
the  open  space  where  he  had  left  his  docile 
and  well-trained  charger.  It  had  not  strayed 
from  the  spot.  He  mounted,  and  with  Meres- 
vel  in  his  arms,  the  echoes  of  the  pine^forest 
soon  woke  to  lash  and  bound. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


Altren  and  the  daughter  of  ocean  reached 
the  camp  of  Errol  amid  the  shades  of  nighty 
and  much  was  the  wonderment  at  the  sudden 
disappearance  of  the  chief  increased  when  they 
saw  him  return  with  so  fair  a  charge. 

The  remembrance  of  Yaldine,  which  recent 
events  had  tended  to  recal  to  his  hearty  was 
banished  by  the  blandishments  of  the  beautiful 
Meresvel^  whose  transitoiy  passion  had  now 
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changed  to  a  deep  and  fiery  love,  as  ^  ild  as 
was  the  nature  of  her*  heart. 

She  soon  learned  in  part  the  circumstances 
of  Altren's  escape  at  the  festival  of  Hertha, 
and  perceived  that,  by  some  strange  mistake, 
he  identified  her  with  the  authoress  of  his 
safety.  She  artfully  contrived  to  strengthen 
this  belief,  and  by  every  means  in  her  power 
caused  the  almost  constant  absence  of  YrpUn, 
who  alone,  she  thought,  could  materially  en- 
danger her  secret.  But  the  bard,  believing  his 
lord  as  well  informed  as  himself,  bad  never^ 
amidst  the  recent  stirring  events,  adverted  to 
the  circumstance  except  in  passing  expressions 
of  joy  at  his  deliverance.  Agatha  she  did  not 
fear,  for  she  knew  not  of  the  part  she  had 
acted  in  saving  him ;  but  she  hated  her  for 
the  holy  beauty,  which  enshrined  her  in  a  halo 
of  loveliness. 

Warlike  duties  soon  called  Altren  for  a  time 
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from  the  8ide  of  Meresvel^  for  tidings  had 
arrived  of  another  action^  fought  betiiveen  Lyn- 
dam  and  the  Sea-king^  in  which,  strange  to 
say,  the  warrior  had  been  defeated  by  the 
priest.  But  the  success  of  the  latter  at  the 
grove  of  Woden,  though  doubtful,  had  induced 
many  to  join  him,  and  all  the  lawless  tribes, 
and  minor  chieftains  of  the  country  thronged  to 
his  banner* 

The  Abbot  was  now  advancing  with  all 
possible  speed  upon  Altren  and  Errol,  in  order 
to  attack  them  before  they  should  be  able  to 
join  their  forces  with  those  of  the  Sea-king,  a 
result  he  thought  inevitable  if  he  afforded  time 
for  its  completion. 

The  rashness  and  ardour  of  Altren  seconded 
the  plans  of  the  priest,  for  the  chief,  burning 
for  revenge,  surrounded  by  the  remains  of  his 
trusty  guard,  strengthened  by  the  alliance  of 
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Giro),  and  ui^ed  on  by  the  presence  and  ex- 
hortations of  Meresvel,  rushed  to  the  en- 
counter of  his  deadly  foe  without  awaiting  the 
forces  of  the  Sea-king,  whom  he  now  had 
every  reason  to  took  upon  as  his  natural  ally. 

To  this  end  he  collected  his  troops  and  ac- 
companied by  Errol  advanced  to  meet  his 
enemy.  They  had  proceeded  as  far  as  the 
morass,  which  separated  the  valleys  of  Saint 
Emmeran  from  the  highlands  of  the  barony  of 
Errol,  when  the  fall  of  evening,  and  the  near 
approach  of  the  forces  under  Lyndarn  induced 
them  to  pause  and  fix  their  camp  on  the  hills 
which  slope  down  towards  the  marshy 
heaths. 

That  spot  which  but  a  few  hours  before 
had  been  the  abode  of  solitude  and  silence, 
now  covered  with  lawless  soldiery  echoed  to 
the  clang  of  arms,  the  wild   roundelay  of  idle 
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sentinels,  or'the  martial  war    song    of    the 
northern  bard. 

Shadowy  night  passed  over  the  minstrel  and 
the  soldier; — and  the  pale  moon  traced  the 
outline  of  the  clouds  with  a  pencil  of  light. 

Along  the  hills  laid  the  now  silent  encamp- 
ment of  Altren  and  Enrol — at  their  feet  spread 
the  stagnant  morass  glimmering  in  the  moon- 
light like  a  shroud  ready  to  receive  a  host.  Its 
hither  side  was  alive  with  armaments;  on 
yonder  border,  no  sign  of  life  —  nay, 
if  the  sentinels  erred  not,  a  solitary  figure 
wandered  there.  •*— It  was  so  distant  they 
scarce  could  discern  its  outline,  but  it  ap- 
peared like  that  of  a  slight  and  graceful  female. 
The  moon  shone  on  it  as  it  moved  along, 
and  clothed  it  with  unearthly  brightness. 
Strange!  How  distance  changes  objects.  In- 
stead of  a  shadow,  a  track  of  light  seemed  to 


follow  her.  She  pauaed  often  and  bent  over 
the  stagnant  water.  She  waved  her  arm  over 
it  as  though  in  incantation,  and  was  it  fancy  ? 
the  morass  which  even  now  shone  so  steely 
bright  was  darkened  as  with  a  Sim.  Lo ! 
Walks  she  not,  over  what  even  now  was  water  ? 
yet}  it  appears  changed  like  to  green  meadows ! 
The  figure  vanishes,  strange ! — The  sentinels 
gazed  on  each  olher  in  fear,  and  grasped  their 
arms. 

But  there  soon  appeared  a  more  material 
cause  for  apprehension.  A  dark  line  was  seen 
heaving  upwards  from  the  moonlit  plains,  and  at 
intervals  transient  gleams  broke  from  its  gloomy 
mass.  It  spread  broader  and  broader,  drew 
nearer  and  nearer,  and  a  confused  murmur 
oame  booming  over  the  moor.  It  waved  like 
B  troubled  sea  ;  and  at  length  subsiding  into 
silence,  reposed  sttrless   on  the  other  side  of 
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the  morass.  It  was  indistinctly  seen  through 
the  moonlight,  but  scouts  and  sentinels  soon 
recognised  it  as  the  vast  armament  of  Lyndam 
and  his  chiefs. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


When  the  first  dawn  gleamed  upon  his  spear- 
men^ the  columns  of  Altren  descended  from 
the  hills,  and  were  ranged  in  position  on  their 
sloping  sides,  challenging  the  attack  of  the 
enemy.  The  morass^  spreading  and  contract- 
ing itself  in  endless  sinuosities^  was  scarce  a 
bowshot  in  breadth  at  this  place^  and  covered 
the  right  wing  of  Al  trends  battle,  which  was 
far  outnumbered  by  the  forces  of  the  enemy. 
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During  the  night  the  stagnant  waters  had 
been  covered  with  a  green  film,  so  that  they 
were  scarcely  discernible  from  the  meadow- 
land  around  them,  and  here  and  there  a  bright 
water-flower  starting  up  aided  the  illusion. 
Part  of  the  plain  was  common  moor,  part  was 
covered  with  rampant  vegetation,  heaths  and 
parasitic  plants  being  interwoven  into  a  dense 
network  of  foliage,  but  the  sloping  land  from 
the  hills  on  which  the  forces  of  Altren  were 
drawn  up,  shewing  a  bold  and  chivalrous 
front,  was  an  unobstructed  greensward. — As 
the  morning  dawned,  the  powers  of  the  Abbot 
and  his  chiefs  issued  forth  from  their  encamp- 
ment, and  spread  wide  like'a  many-hued  inun- 
dation along  the  moors,  the  unstable  soil 
vibrated  to  their  gathered  tread,  and  the  echo 
of  the  hills  answered  in  half  stifled  mutter- 
ings. 

"  What  ho !  Yrplin  my  bard  !'*  cried  Lord 
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Altren^  seeing  his  troops  somewhat  daunted 
by  the  imposing  masses  of  the  enemy^  ^^  sing 
us  a  soldier's  song  to  warm  our  flagging  spirits 
for  the  battle.     Sing  us  a  stirring  lay  !'^ 

A  clash  of  spear  and  shield  ran  along  the 
approving  ranks,  and  the  bard  lifted  the  voice 
of  song  :— 


When  the  hero  lies  cold 
On  the  bed  of  the  hnve. 

And  all  green  grows  the  mould. 
That  covers  his  grave. 


When  his  sword  is  all  broken, 
And  his  banner  is  torn ; 

Say  what  shall  betoken, 
How  brave  they  were  borne  ? 


And  oh !     Name  the  reward, 
That  shall  gladden  hit  sleep, 

And  soften  the  sword. 
In  his  breast  sheathed  deep  I 
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'T!s  the  grave  of  the  warrior, 

By  no  tombstone  opprened^ 
Planting  no  barrier, 

'Twixt  him  and  the  blest  1 


it 


That  was  a  melancholy  song,  my  bard  I 
Hast  thou  not  a  merrier  carol  for  a  victory  ? — 
But  hark  !    What  music  is  that  ?  ^' 

A  silvery  voice,  soft  as  the  last  tone  of  a 
harpstring  ere  it  ceases  to  vibrate,  came  from 
the  moor  beneath  them. 


What  song  for  the  soldier,  when  battle's  beginning. 
What  song  for  the  chief  when  he  heralds  to  strife  ? 

The  signal  of  onset  all  stormily  ringing. 
Gives  fire  to  courage,  and  fireshness  to  life. 


,  The  brow  of  (he  warrior  Is  gloomy  and  dark. 
His  heart  like  a  flint,  tho'  as  cold,  foil  of  fire. 
Each  blow  from  the  iron  sword  kindles  a  spark. 
When  the  loudness  of  battle  awakens  its  ire. 
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Sing  not  of  conqiwit  and  wreathi  giory-bright, 
To  bind  the  yoong  brow  of  the  proud  yictor-cbie^ 

No !  tell  him  of  those  who  ahall  &U  in  die  fight» 
The  young  orphan^  lotwwt  the  lone  widow's  giieC 


How  many  who  proudly  will  chaige  on  the  fi>e» 
And  lift  the  long  lance,  like  a  pillar  of  tame. 

Ere  the  set  of  yon'sun  diall  lie  coldly  and  low. 
Bequeathing  to  earthy  but  a  corse  and  a  name. 


Then  spare  in  the  battle, — in  victory  spare, 
Aright  sings  the  bard  to  the  listening  throng. 

How  few  shall  mourn  over  the  many  that  were, 
Then, — ^for  those,  who  have  fallen  a  tear  and  a  song. 


"  Whose  voice  was  that,'*  asked  Altren  as  a 
figure  seen  in  the  distance  glided  away  over 
the  moor?    The  soldieni  whispered  to    each 
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>ther^  for  they  recognised  the  apparition  they 
liad  noticed  on  the  preceding  night. 

^  Oh  it  is  but  the  brain-sick  stranger  who 
bias  haunted  the  camp  for  some  time/'  was 
replied. 

••  More  likely  some  spyfhim  the  enemy/' 
exclaimed  Meresvel  as  she  bounded  to  the 
sideof  Altren  on  a  jet-black  barb  completely 
arrayed  for  battle* 

^  What  dost  thou  join  in  battle^  Meresvel^ 
methinks  thou  art  a  gallant  combatant.  But 
see  !  It  is  a  maiden  there !  Hasten  after  her 
some  of  ye^  or  she  will  be  crushed  in  the  onset 
of  the  meeting  ranks.'' 

'*  It  is  a  spy/'  cried  Meresvel.  "  Slay  her 
wherever  you  find  her^  I  doubt  not  she  will 
make  a  gallant  defence,  and  once  disburdened 
of  her  masking-geer  will  display  a  stout  young 
warrior.    Myself  will  after  her." 

^*  Stir  not^  Meresvel  I    And  ye^  hurt  her 

L  3 
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not,  but  bring  her  gently  hither.    What  ho ! 
Vasmer!    this  care   to    thee." 

The  page  of  Altren  dashed  away  with  a 
ready  band,  but  ere  they  had  reached  the 
moor,  the  lines  of  the  enemy  were  seen  rapidly 
advancing  to  the  onset. 

The  infantry  of  Lyndam  which  formed  the 
main  battle  in  the  centre,  began  the  action. 
The  brilliant  cavalry,  worthy  to  claim  the  same 
Coventry  with  Palnatoke  were  as  yet  remain- 
ing inactive.  Long  and  obstinately  raged  the 
conflict,  but  notwithstanding  all  the  exertions 
of  Altren  and  Errol  with  the  brave  troops, 
which  were  brought  up  ih  support,  they  were 
borne  back  under  cover  of  the  last  reserve 
stationed  on  the  side  of  the  rising  ground. 

Lyndarn  and  his  chiefs,  who  throughout  the 
encounter  displayed  the  utmost  ability  and 
prowess,  now  gave  the  signal  for  pursuit,  and 
the  retiring  and   discomfited  forces  of  Altren, 
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beheld  the  warhke  cavalry  of  the  enemy  pre- 
paring for  the  last  fatal  charge,  while  his 
infantry  was  pushing  on  to  the  centre  of  their 
position. 

Despite  Altren's  utmost  efforts,  his  forces 
were  beginning  to  disperse,  and  giving  up  all 
for  lost,  he  was  preparing  with  the  few  re- 
maining troops  which  he  succeeded  in  rallying, 
to  cover  their  retreat  and  to  sell  his  own 
life  dearly,  when  he  suddenly  beheld  the 
enemy  pause.  It  was  unaccountable,  but  they 
struggled  onward,  and  yet  advanced  not,  as 
though  some  invisible  harrier  withheld  them. 
He  soon  discovered  the  cause ;  the  brambles 
and  the  long  twining  plants  with  which  the 
heath  and  bog  were  overgrown  wreathed 
around  and  entangled  them  as  it  were  in  a  net 
while  moving  forward  to  pursue  his  fiying 
soldiery ;  yet  was  it  strange,  that  the  same 
cause    should    not    have    impeded    his     own 
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troops  I  It  appeared  almost  as  though  by  a 
miraculous  agency  the  long  tvriaiag  fibres  of 
the  plants  were  raised  and  wreathed  around 
them.  It  might  however  be,  that  the  inhabi- 
tants of  the  country  were  better  enabled  b; 
their  knowledge  to  wade  through  their  own 
wild  marshy  heaths,  than  were  the  foreign 
heavy  armed  rovers,  of  whom  Lyndarn  had 
principally  formed  his  army. 

This  circumstance  gave  time  for  Altren  to 
rally  a  great  part  of  the  fugitives,  but  scarcely 
were  they  formed  than  the  trembling  as  of  an 
earthquake,  announced  the  charge  of  the 
enemy's  cavalry,  which  was  rapidly  dashing 
on  to  complete  the  victory. 

Scarcely  recovered  from  their  first  panic, 
the  troops  of  Altren  heard  not  the  voice  of 
their  chief  as  be  endeavoured  to  lead  them  to 
the  strongest  position  for  awaiting  and  repelling 
the  enemy's  approaching  charge. 
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A  grand  and  fearful  sight  was  it  to  behold 
those  legions  of  dark  horsemen  dashing  on 
over  the  moor.  Onward  they  came  a  awart 
and  gloomy  mass,  save  where  the  while  plumes 
streamed  on  their  helmets  like  foamy  waves- 
wild  device  of  those  nortli-sea  rovers  when 
they  invaded  the  coast,  that  it  might  seem  as 
though  the  surging  ocean  v/Aa  rolling  over  the 
land. 

"  By  heaven !  they  charge  upon  the  mo- 
rass !"  said  AJtren,  "  they  are  not  a  bow-shot 
from  it  now !  When  will  they  turn  to  the 
tinner  heath  ? — what  turn  they  not ! — Now  I — 
Nay,  they  come  strait  on!  They  cannot 
change  position  at  that  headlong  speed.  Ha ! 
they  do  not  attempt  it.  By  heaven,  they  can- 
not know  that  it  is  morass  and  water !  good 
sooth,  they  will  be  smothered  and  we  shall  be 
saved !  I  marked  it  not  before,  but  now  it 
looks  as  green  and  firm  as  the  other  part  of 


the  moor,  and  but  yeateroight  I  observed  it 
was  bright  ind  shining  !" 

Still  oQward  came  that  long,  proud,  tbuodcr- 
ing  hne  of  Gery  horsemea.  Loud  pealed  the 
battle  shout — the  earth  shook — the  armour 
clashed,  on  swept  rank  after  rank,  but  they 
came  no  nearer— the  foremost  vanished  as  the 
next  rushed  up  with  impetuous  and  ungovern- 
able speed,  and  then  came  a  hollow  sound  lilie 
the  plunge  of  heavy  manses  into  a  deep,  slimy 
gulph  i  it  came  mingled  with  death-groans 
and  imprecations.  Louder  and  louder  rose  the 
fatal  cries,  and  fainter  grew  the  shout  of 
battle. 

Down  sunk  plumed  rider  and  tiery  steed 
into  the  black  and  slimy  gulph,  which  soon 
closed  over  their  dying  struggles,  and  so  great 
was  the  speed  of  the  chaise  that  the  following 
ranks,  although  they  saw  the  fate  of  those 
before  them,  could  not  check  their  course  in 
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sufficient  time;  and  beneath  those  who  did, 
the  shattered  and  unstable  soil  of  the  morass, 
unable  to  bear  so  great  and  weighty  a  body 
parted  with  the  successive  shocks  and  drew 
them  into  the  gulph  whose  black  jaws  of  death 
opened  to  devour  them. 

A  thrill  of  awe  and  horror  ran  through  the 
lines  of  Altren*s  soldiery,  when  suddenly 
Trplin  rushed  to  the  foremost  ranks,  exclaim- 
ing;— 

*^  A  miracle  !  It  is  Valdine !  the  guardian 
of  thy  house,  Lord  Altren.  It  is  Valdine  has 
done  this !  I  know  it*  But  yesternight  myself 
beheld  her  spreading  a  thin  veil  of  her  own 
sweet  flowers  over  the  sleeping  waters.  Be- 
hold she  has  destroyed  the  foe !  Behold  she 
enchains  him  yonder  in  her  emerald  fetters, 
she  buries  him  in  her  gleamy  waves — it  is 
Valdine  1  Charge,  soldiers,  she  is  with  ye  !*' 

^^  Valdine  !*'  shouted  the  eager  thousands, 
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and,  rallying  to  the  word,  rushed  oa  the  panic- 
stricken  foe.  Valdine  !  echoed  hill  and  moor, 
and  Altren  involuntarily  charing  te  the  cry 
led  on  the  attack.  At  the  same  moment  (he 
Sfford  of  Vasmer  (who,  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  action,  had  been  sent  with 
a  slender  body  of  troops,  in  pursuit  of 
the  unknown  songstress)  gleamed  in  the  rear 
of  the  enemy.  Much  his  appearance  tended 
to  ensure  the  victory.  It  would  seem  as 
though  the  latent  feeling  of  affection  for  Valdine 
which  was  again  felt  in  the  heart  of  Altren. 
and  prompted  him  to  save  the  lonely  minstrd, 
thus  found  its  reward. 

When  Lyndarn  beheld  him  at  the  head  of 
this  body  in  his  rear,  he  gave  all  up  for  lost ; 
but  hatred  and  despair  were  depicted  in  fais 
countenance  as  he  aaw  the  form  of  Hronhilde 
by  the  side  of  Vasmer;  then  he  became  pa- 
ralised.    Wild  and  haggard  like  a  spirit  of 
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evil  Bhe  rushed  through  his  retiring  ranks,  and 
strove  to  reach  the  spot  itrhere  he  stood. 
Once  her  eyes  met  his,  and  he  read  in  them  a 
triumphant  curse ! 

He  thought  no  more  of  Altren  or  the  battle 
— fatal  memories  seemed  to  rush  over  his  mind. 
With  dire  forebodings,  and  mingling  with  his 
flying  troops,  he  retreated  upon  Saint  Em- 
meran. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


Accompanied  by  scarcely  any  of  his  soldiers^ 
Lyndam  escaped  from  the  sword  of  Altren, 
and  night  overtook  him  before  he  could 
reach  the  impregnable  monastery. 

Worn  with  fatigue  and  the  protracted  battle^ 
he  sat  beneath  the  shade  of  a  dark  cluster  of 
pines^  by  the  stagnant  waters  of  the  morass 
which  gleamed  on  the  night  as  though  a  demon 
fire  shot  upwards  through  them  from  the  depth 
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of  earth; — He  sat  absorbed  in  his  gloomy 
thoughts^  for  the  fruit  of  all  his  labours  was  torn 
from  him  in  a  single  day !  He,  so  long  the 
terror  of  his  enemies,  was  now  helpless  and 
without,  hope. 

A  shadow  fell  upon  him,  he  raised  his  eyes 
and  beheld  a  gaunt  figure  standing  be- 
fore him.  It  was  Hronhilde.  He  had  not  the 
power  to  move  as  she  gazed  on  him  silently 
with  a  keen,  cold,  glittering  eye. 

"  Lyndam  !  I  am  come  once  more  to  behold 
thy  despair,  and  to  tell  thee,  that  thine  hour 
is  nigh!  As  I  loved  thee  once,  I  am  come 
on  the  brink  of  the  grave  to  see  the  old 
man  who  wrought  my  misery.  Behold !  my 
beloved !  I  am  with  thee  still ;  doth  not  thy 
heart  beat  with  passion,  why  dost  not  clasp 
me  in  thy  once  eager  arms!  Sure  thou  art 
Lyndarn  and  I    am    Hronhilde!    didst   thou 
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not  VOW  eteraal  and  undying  love  to  the 
blooming  cheek  and  tbe  abadowy  tresa?" 

A  tiendlike  mockery  sat  upon  her  brow 
sa  she  flung  her  thin  and  skeleton  arms 
around  him.  As  though  recoiling  from  the 
vinding  coil  of  a  serpent,  Lyndarn  started 
avray. 

"Ha!  Is  it  thus?  The  charm  has  Down 
then,  that  lured  thy  grosser  love?  But  hear 
me !  This  skeleton  form  clothed  in  the 
loathsome  hues  of  death,  shall  step  before 
th^e  on  thy  patli  to  heaven,  and  with  its 
poisonous  shadow  intercept  the  ray  of  mercy." 

Lyndarn  trembled  involuntarily.  He  could 
scarcely  believe  the  hideous  thing  which 
moved  and  towered  before  him  a  living 
being,  it  was  so  gaunt  and  wan. 

But  a  change  came  over  Hronhilde.  The 
fieodlike   expression  passed  away,    and    was 
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succeeded  by  a  look  of  deep  unutterable  sorrow, 
she  was  no  longer  the  same  being,  her  very 
form  seemed  altered^  thus  doth  the  soul  give 
to  the  mortal  frame  the  colouring  of  its  feel- 
ings, 

'*  Lyndarn,"  she  said,  "  passion  leadi^  me 
away.  A  lost  and  blighted  life,  a  crushed  heart, 
these  are  things  to  sanction  unforgiveness. 
But  Lyndarn  I  I  came  here  to  forgive  thee ! 
I  speak  no  more  in  wrath,  for  I  too  shall 
soon  pass  away,  and  the  chill  hand  of  death 
cools  the  fire  of  revenge.  Yet  think  of  our 
daughter ! — I  trained  her  to  hate  thee,  though 
she  has  never  known  thee  as  her  father.  Her 
love  of  Lord  Altren  seconded  my  wishes.  It 
was  she  who  saved  the  chief  on  the  lake  of 
Hertha,  it  was  she  who  caused  thy  failure 
in  the  grove  of  Woden,  and  it  was  she,  who  in 
this  last  fatal  conflict — '^ 

"  Thou  fiend !  Where  is  she  ?' 
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^^Wreathing  garlands  for  the  altar  of  Hertha — 
(though  of  late  she  seems  almost  to  have 
abandoned  her  deity)  and  praying  for  thine 
enemies! — But  she  knows  thee  not  as  h6r 
sire,  or  her  innocent  heart — ** 
«  Avaunt  P' 

'^  Nay !  drive  me  not  from  thee,   for  I  am 
come  to  forgive/' 

'^Avaunt!  I  seek  no  pardon  and  I   grant 
none! — Avaunt,  infidel,  or  I  will  call  those 
who  shall  tear  thee  limb  from  limb,  and  heaven 
will  thank  me  for  destroying  thy  Pagan — " 
"  Nay,  hear  V' 
'*  What  ho  1  my  guards  !" 
*^  Is  it  even  so  ?  can  I  not  even  forgive  my 
enemy — my  most  bitter  foe? — then  farewell! 
I  will  be  with  thee  in  thine  hour  of  death  V' 

She  was  gone,  they  searched,  but  no  sign  of 
her  presence  could  be  found,  andLyndarn  half 
believing  what  he  had  seen  and  heard,  but  a 
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iK^aking  dream  relapsed  into  his  desponding 
thoughts. 


The  power  of  Ljndam  was  at  end,  the  Sea- 
king  had  joined  with  Altren  and  Errol,  stimu- 
lated by  the  many  wrongs  he  had  received 
from  the  Abbot ;  and  Meresvel,  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  battle,  hastened  to  her  sire, 
and  now  dwelt  in  his  camp* 

Vasmer,  whose  sudden  appearance  in  the 
rear  of  the  enemy  had  tended  much  to  insure 
the  victory,  in  his  pursuit  of  the  unknown 
minstrel,  who  chaunted  in  the  valley  before 
the  commencement  of  the  battle,  had  been 
guided  by  her  on  a  path  which  he  could  not 
otherwise  have  discovered  across  the  morass 
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to  a  spot  where  he  founds  that  Hronhilde, 
intent  upon  her  revenge^  had  assembled  a 
numerous  band  of  Altren's  scattered  retainers. 
Placing  himself  at  the  head  of  these  he  had 
thundered  upon  the  rear  of  Lyndarn's  forces. 


Agatha^  the  gentle  and  lovely  Agatha,  bad 
found  an  asylum  in  the  camp  of  the  chief,  and 
listened  kindly  to  the  vows  of  Vasmer.  Yrplin 
the  bard  sang  the  triumphs  of  his  lord  in  the 
camp  and  hall,  and  Valdine — Valdine  !  be 
hers  the  human  or  the  supernatural  agency, 
where  was  he  ? 

After  the  battle  of  the  morass  she  had  not 
been   seen.     The  flowers  and  herbage,   with 
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'^hich  as  Yrplin  told  or  fabled^  she  had  covered 
the  waters^  weffe  withered  and  faded* — ^The 
Toice  which  sung  at  faU  of  evening  in  the  rude 
camp,  and  with  wild  melody  hushed  its  stormy- 
clamours,  was  heard  not  again !  And  Valdine  ! 
Valdine,  to  whose  name  the  battle  had  been 
won,  was  spoken  of  no  more  ! — Could  Altren 
forget  that  gentle  being  who  had  once  so  hap- 
pily reigned  over  his  heart?  Alas!  passion 
and  ambition  so  often  efface  a  dear  image  from 
memory,  that  he  now  looked  upon  her  but 
as  a  sweet  ideal,  a  wild  creation  of  his  own,  or 
the  northern  bard's,  formed  but  to  lull  his 
longing  fancy,  and  he  proved  but  too  truly, 
the  weakness  of  the  human  heart  that  a 
passion  which  has  but  visionary  thought  to 
feed  upon  will  soon  die,  and  leave  its  possessor 
exposed  without  a  safeguard  to  cold  design 
or  to  unholy  flames. 
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Once  more  the  combined  chieftains  advanced 
to  invest  Saint  Emmeran  and  the  close  of  an 
autumn  evening  beheld  their  circling  forces 
surrounding  the  monastic  fortress. 


THS   WOOD     SPIRIT.  237 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


The  summons  which  the  combined  leaders 
sent  to  the  Abbots  who  was  closely  besieged  in 
Saint  Emmeran  elicited  but  the  haughty 
threat^  *^  That  himself  would  be  the  bearer  of 
his  answer  ere  the  hour  of  noon." 

Various  surmises  were  caused  by  this  reply. 
The  more  sanguine  thought  he  would  sur- 
render^ and  throw  himself  on  the  mercy  of  the 
victors.    Some  of  the  sterner  warriors,  judging 
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from  their  own  impulses,  believed  tbat  be 
\rould  bury  himself  beneath  the  burning  ruins 
of  hia  monastery,  and  leave  but  shattered  halls 
tenanted  by  the  dead  to  the  poBsession  of  his 
enemies.  The  mass  however,  impressed  with 
a  superstitious  awe  of  Lyndarn's  power,  felt 
convinced  that  he  would  again  liberate  himself 
and  destroy  them  by  some  fearful  supernatural 
agency.  This  opinion  made  such  ai:  impres- 
sion on  the  troops  that  they  looked  more  like 
doomed  victims  expecling  death,  than  a  con- 
quering array  which  had  driven  its  enemy  to 
bis  last  resource.  An  ominous  whisper  ran 
along  the  ranks,  as  when  the  waves  bristle  and 
hiss  upon  the  surface  of  the  ocean  In  token  of 
the  approaching  storm,  long  ere  the  wind  of 
the  tempest  can  be  felt.  In  every  sound  they 
dreaded  to  hear  again  the  avenging  waters, 
with  every  gleam  that  broke  through  the 
morning  haze  they  seemed  to  behold  the  first 
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flames  of  a  destroying  fire.  They  could  not 
believe  that  the  Abbot  would  submit^  they 
could  not  for  a  moment  think  that  power 
broken  which  had  so  often  manifested  itself  to 
their  destruction. 

A  terror  possessed  the  soldiery  of  the  united 
leader's,  up  ho  had  cause  to  fear,  that  at  the  least 
hostile  movement  on  the  part  of  Lyndarn^  they 
would  fly  panic-stricken  before  him^  and  fall 
a  prey  to  those  whom  but  yesterday  they 
deemed  undone. 

Had  Lyndarn,  in  that  hour^  known  their 
fears  he  might  by  a  daring  attack  have  regained 
his  lost  dominion,  and  reigned  more  sove- 
reign than  ever  over  his  prostrated  foes;  so 
uncertain  are  the  fruits  of  victory,  so  wavering 
is  the  fate  of  man ! 

A  red  mist  hung  along  the  sky^  tinting  every 
object  with  the  hue  of  blood.  Deep  silence 
reigned  upon  the  earth,  and    the  rayless  sun 
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swuiig  in  the  dim  vault  of  heaven  like  a 
baUofcHmsoQere! 

An  oppressive  weight  was  io  the  air  like  the 
hot  vapour  which  precedes  the  thunder-storm. 
It  seemed  as  though  the  offended  deity  veiled 
hU  brow  from  the  eye  of  man,  and  cast  the 
hue  of  his  anger  upon  the  earth. 

The  silent  army,  ranged  at  some  distance 
around  the  dark  walls  of  Saint  Emme- 
ran,  gazed  in  awe  upon  the  veiled  face  of  hea- 
ven, and  on  the  gloomy  portals  of  the  fortress, 
expecting  them  every  moment  to  open  wide, 
and  emit  the  dreadful  presence  of  the  Abbot, 
clothed  with  unearthly  terrors.  There  was 
scarcely  one  who  did  not  attribute  the  strange 
appearance  of  the  sky  and  earth  to  the  power 
of  Lyndarn,  and  believed  the  elemental  demons 
arrayed  against  them.  They  could  not  dis- 
guise the  overwhelming  awe  they  felt,  and 
their  leaders  fearing  a  surprise  formed  them  ta 
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order  of  battle  whilst  ever  and  anon  the  stir- 
ring blast  of  the  clarion  sounded  its  war-notes 
to  rouse  their  drooping  spirits. 

A  strange  sight  was  it^  to  behold  those 
banded  thousands,  surrounding  in  distant 
circle  that  frowning  pile,  with  every  eye  fixed 
anxiously  on  the  closed  and  massive  portals, 
while  no  sign  of  living  being  was  to  be  seen 
along  the  walls,  no  sound  came  from  the  long 
and  gloomy  arches.  There  was  a  heavy 
silence,  and  over  all  fell  faintly  x  and  ominously 
the  red  light  of  the  misty  heaven  which  floated 
around  every  object  with  a  palpable  obscurity. 

It  was  the  hour  of  noon,  and  yet  no  tidings 
from  the  monastery. 


^^  Strange  that  we  have  not  heard.     Per« 
chance  he  has  fled  ?'' 

YOL  II.  M 
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^^  He  cannot.  Are  not  the  walls  sur- 
rounded.*' 

^'  Ay  I  But  we  are  not  beneath  them,  nor 
above  those  frowning  towers.  Beings  like  him 
command  the  elements.^' 

^^  Folly,  Conrad  !  We  have  him  in  the 
toil.  Thou  shalt  see,  how  he  will  crouch  at 
the  feet  of  my  Lord  Altren.*' 

^^  He  crouch  !  Never !  sooner  do  I  fear  he 
will  destroy  us.** 

^^  Would  that  I  could  meet  him  sword 
to  sword  !     I  bear  him  many  a  grudge  of  old." 

"Thou  face  the  Abbot!  Thou  wouldst 
not  for  thy  dearest  hopes  I  Soft,  what  was 
that  ?" 

"  What  ?  Where  ?  He  is  not  coming !" 
exclaimed  the  terror-stricken  boaster,  hurrying 
to  the  rearmost  rank. 

Thus  conversed  the  soldiers  on  the  ap- 
proaching event. 
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There  came  a  deep  and  hollow  sound  from 
within  the  hitherto  silent  pile.  A  movement 
was  discernible  along  the  lines  of  the  investing 
troops.  Pale  horror  sat  on  every  brow^  the 
chiefs  were  busy  among  the  ranks  to  reassure 
and  order  their  wavering  bands.  It  was  but 
the  scanty  remnant  of  Altren^s  German  guard 
and  the  choice  followers  around  the  Sea-king's ' 
person  who  maintained  a  careless  and  un- 
daunted air. 

Louder  and  louder  came  the  sounds  from 
within  Saint  Emmeran — swelling  like  the 
voice  of  the  many-toned  waters  when  they 
hymn  forth  their  agonies  in  the  torture  of  the 
tempest. 

The  sound  continued  to  increase^  till  rising 
as  though  it  had  burst  the  prison  walls  which 
compassed  it^  wide  flew  the  dark  and  massy 
portal  and  from  forth  its  sable  arch  strode 
Iljrndam  in  his  sacerdotal  robes^  followed  by 
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cbe  stoled  and  cowled  monks  of  Saiot  Em- 
merau,  in  solemD  slow  procession. 

Sadly  in  prophetic  tone  arose  the  sacred 
anthem,  as  with  measured  tread  the  holy  train 
advanced  into  the  open  space  between  the 
investing  armBtnents  and  the  monastic  nails. 

Every  beholder  felt  a  thrill  of  awe  at  sight 
of  Lyudara,  and  the  ranks  of  thousands 
taembled    before    Ihc    presence    of    a    single 

But  that  man  was  armed  with  a  mighty 
mind  and  an  undaunted  spirit,  and  had  not 
crime  stained  alike  his  laurel  and  his  crosier, 
hia  name  might  have  been  consigned  to  im- 
mortality !  Alone  in  a  barbarous  country  he 
had  for  a  time  succeeded  in  planting  the  cross 
in  the  midst  of  Pagan  tribes.  When  the  tides 
of  war  had  swept  over  the  work  of  peace,  he 
assumed  the  lance  of  the  warrior,  and  with  but 
scanty  and  hastily  collected  bands,  baffled  the 
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bravest  leaders  of  the  north  !  He  had  stooped 
to  crime^  be  had  made  the  word  of  God  but  a 
stool  for  his  ambition^  and  deserted  it  when  no 
longer  of  service  to  himself.  But  now— now 
when  fate  has  torn  power  from  his  grasp,  and 
its  decrees  come  to  baf&e  the  will  of  man^ 
once  more  he  arrays  himself  in  the  terrors  of 
the  church.  Once  more  challenged  by  the 
danger  that  he  scorns^  in  the  most  fearful 
hour,  (never  before  attempted  with  so  great  a 
peril)  cUone  he  lifts  the  cross  before  the  eyes  of 
hostile  thousands  and  dares  the  utmost  fury 
of  their  wrath ! 

Slowly  he  advanced  towards  the  investing 
lines.  A  high  and  massive  cross  of  solid  iron 
was  in  his  hand.  With  that  strong  hand, 
which  his  enemies  had  so  often  felt  in  battle, 
he  planted  it  in  the  ground  before  him,  and 
loudly  the  ^^  Laus  Deo*^  pealed  on  the  silent 
noon  ! 


It  ceased,  and  the  proud  glance  of  Lyndarn 
wandered  over  the  pale  ranks  of  the  surround- 
ing soldiery,  who  seemed  to  cower  before  that 
iolitary  man  !  Then  slowly  and  fearfully 
arose  the  curse  of  excommunicatioa  which  be 
fulminated  against  the  rebellious  tribes. 

"  Is  there  one  among  ye,"  he  continued, 
and  his  words  came  like  thunder,  "  Is  there 
one  among  ye  who  dares  rebel  against  this 
sentence  ?  Lo !  The  sword  of  the  warrior 
has  been  in  my  hand  and  its  steel  hath  struck 
deep.  Remember  the  grove  of  Woden.  Re- 
member the  plains  of  Altren  and  the  moors  of 
Errol.  But  now,  the  sword  of  a  mightier  is  in 
my  grasp,  it  is  even  the  sword  of  the  Lord 
God,  and  who  shall  resist  its  vengeance? 
Behold  this  cross!  By  this  and  with  this 
have  I  cursed  yc — and  ye  must  perish  here 
and  hereafter  eternally !" 

He  pointed  to  the  massive    cross,    which 
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Stood    firmly'^  rooted   in     the     earth     before 
him. 

*^  Now  among  ye  doughty  leaders,  and  ye 
valiant  soldiers^  is  there  one  who  dares  ap- 
proach and  strike  this  cross  to  the  earth  ? 
Behold!  I  am  an  unarmed  weak  old  man, 
and  there  are  none  nigh  me  who  can  defend. 
Ye  are  young  and  strong.  Come  on,  ye 
thousands,  and  assail  me,  and  behold  how  he, 
who  touches  with  accursed  hand  the  sacred 
symbol  of  my  God,  shall  perish  before  his 
wrath,  for  the  legions  of  the  Almighty  are 
bbvering  invisibly  around  me,  and  He  !  at 
whose  footstep  worlds  fall  to  dust,  holds  his 
protecting  arm  above  \" 

No  one  stirred  from  the  hostile  ranks,  not 
one  dared  brave  the  Almighty  anger ! 

Proudly  and  serenely  that  old  man  stood, 
and  the  wild  warriors  of  the  north  trembled 
before  his  steady  gaze. 
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"  There  is  yet  one,  who  shall  punish  thy 
crimes,  and  stand  a  living  and  eternal  ^>itncsa 
sgalnst  thee.  Behold  thus  will  I  cast  down 
yon  fabric  of  thy  cunning,"  exclaimed  a  voice, 
and  Hronhilde  rushed  from  the  motionless 
lines,  and  stood  close  before  Lyndarn,  a  fiend- 
like apparition ! — Frenzy  was  in  her  gaze, 
agony  distorted  her  haggard  features,  but  the 
Abbot  remained  unmoved,  nought  could  affect 
him  in  that  tremendous  hour  j 

"1  am  with  thee  in  thine  hour  of  death," 
she  cried,  "  dost  thou  now  tremble  ?  Lo  !  Thus 
I  cast  down  the  last  rampart  of  thy  pride  !" 

She  lifted  her  skeleton  arm  against  the  cross 
— but  as  she  touched  it,  a  suddeu  tremor  shook 
her,  a  sharp  agony  seemed  to  possess  her  frame, 
and  she  fell  dead  at  the  feet  of  the  priest ! 

"Thus  perish  all  the  enemies  of  my  God," 
exclaimed  Lyndarn,  "  are  there  any  who  still 
dare  resist   him?     What,  not  one? — Then  is 
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my  work  completed^  and  I  have  nought  more 
to  live  for !" 

"  Ye  penitent  tribes !  I  will  intercede  for 
your  condemned  souls  with  the  great  father 
above,  to  whom  I  am  now  hastening — and  thus 
I  relieve  those,  who  are  truly  repentant,  from 
my  destroying  curse. — Kneel  I  ye  children  of 
God !  Kneel  ye  Christian  bands  in  repentance 
of  your  sins  I — Kneel  ye  unenlightened  tribes  ! 
— And  thou  proud  Sea-king,  kneel !  and  may 
those,  who  follow  me,  complete  the  mighty 
work  I  have  commenced,  and  reap  the  harvest 
of  my  toils  which  I  bequeath  to  them  !^* 

As  he  spoke,  the  pallor  of  death  overspread 
his  countenance  — his  voice  trembled  —  his 
proud  step  faltered.  But  the  wild  thousands 
knelt  around  him,  and  recovering  himself  with 
more  than  mortal  energy,  he  took  the  sacred 
vessel  from  the  hands   of  the  sacristan,  and 
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sprmkltog  the  holy  water  towards  the  hushed 
and  penitent  tribes,  be  blessed  them  ia  the 
name  of  the  Lord. 

"  My  task  is  done ! — Behold  the  aogela  of 
the  Lord  are  waiting  to  receive  me  ! — Behold 
the  car  of  light! — Bless  ye  ray  children! — I 
bid  ye  farewell ! — And  my  brewell  it  a  bles- 
sbg!" 

The  hue  of  death  w&s  on  his  ashy  brow,  but 
the  fires  of  eternal  life  flashed  for  a  moment  in 
his  sunken  gaze. — He  pointed  with  bis  band  to 
heaven,  and  fell  a  corse  in  the  arms  of  the 
attendant  priests. 

With  dazzling  gleam  the  sun  burst  through  the 
dark  vault  of  heaven  like  a  visible  blessing, — 
the  mist  rotted  away,  and  a  golden  glory  fell 
upon  that  cold  and  venerable  form  ! 

As  though  the  spell  had  ceased  at  his  death, 
the  silence  was  broken,  at  first  by  a  low  mur- 
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mur^  thea  by  loud  clamours,  as  the  eager 
thousands  rushed  to  the  spot,  to  touch  the 
hallowed  garments  of  the  departed  saint. 

From  that  hour  the  cross  was  triumphant 
amid  those  northern  tribes,  and  the  memory  of 
Lyndam  was  enshrined  in  the  records  of  the 
holy  church. — Miracles  were  said  to  have 
been  wrought  at  his  tomb,  and  a  bright  glory 
gleams  around  his  hallowed  grave.  Thus  doth 
the  Almighty  work  his  great  and  mighty  ends 
by  various  means.  Thus  doth  he  make  good 
arise  from  the  evil  doings  of  man. 

Many  controversies  have  been  written  as  to 
the  real  character  of  Lyndam,  whether  he  was 
in  reality  the  noble  and  devoted  martyr,  or 
whether  he  was  but  the  crafty  and  criminal 
tyrant-priest. 

We  leave  the  decision  to-  the  judgment  of 
our  readers ;  thus  much  alone  is  certain,  that 
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lOrihv  viA  S**^  <*  **il  intent,  be  did  much 


e  given  of  the  mira- 
'■   •!»  he  WKBgfcl  in  h»  hour  of  death,  and  how 
I  •  Strf  ttr  «as  Ken  to  descend  from  heaven 
tmi  War  kia  to  tbe  muisioiis  of  eternal  hliss, 
Wt  a  ranat  sceptic   oo  iaTcstigation    of  the 
nvBts  atema  to  think,  tlut  tbe  sudden  fate  of 
'*'T**'iMt  vu  cKuwd   by   some  deadly   and 
deetric  autO'  with    vhich    the    cross    vaa 
.  (Awged,  and  it  ia  ereu  beKeved  that  the  Abbot, 
belbre  )e*nng  tbe  cloister,  had  taken  a  subtle 
I  |KHaon  that  «ou)d   operate    within   a   certain 
time,  in  order,  if  be  did   not  succeed   in  hia 
fast  and  final  attempt  at  converting  his  ene- 
mies, thus  to  escape  their  wrath,  or  if  success- 
ful, to  crown  bis  work  and  appal  them,  by  an 
apparently  miraculous  and  awful  death  I 

Thus  perished  Lyndaro  I     Be  his  siaa  for- 
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given^  for  the  good  he  caused,  and  ye,  who 
read  his  history,  judge  him  kindly,  for  the 
memory  of  a  great  man  is  a  noble  bequest,  and 
fearful  trust  delivered  into  your  hands,  and  the 
greatest  which  ye  can  receive  !  Oh !  may 
you  in  your  judgment  show  yourselves  worthy 
of  the  godlike  legacy  ! 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 


^^  Strange  tidings  these^  who  would  not  have 
deemed  that  joy  would  have  followed  victory. 
Didst  thou  not  believe  the  nuptials  of  Lord 
Altren  with  the  Lady  Meresvel  would  have 
taken  place  immediately  after  the  death  of 
Lyndarn  ?'* 

^^  Ay^  but  there  are  reasons.  It  is  rumoured 
that  Lord  Altren  never  loved  the  daughter  of 
ocean.     It  is    averred   that    she   wooed  him. 
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Formerly  he  loved  Valdine^  the  spirit  of  his 
paternal  forests^  but  to  her  he  became  unfaith« 
ful  through  the  arts  of  Meresvel.  He  deemed 
it  was  the  sea-maiden  who  saved  him  on  the 
lake  of  Hertha,  and  gratitude  was  an  additional 
cause  for  his  love.  But  he  has  since  learned 
that  his  deliverers  were  Valdine  and  Agatha. 

^*  Valdine?  Nay  ! — They  say  that  it  was  a 
daughter  of  Hronhilde  and  the  Abbot." 

^^  Hush ! — The  Abbot  was  far  too  holy  a 
man  !  I  tell  thee  it  was  the  priestess  of  the 
Goddess  Hertha^  and  that  she^  despairing  from 
her  Pagan  creed  and  branded  birth  of  ever 
winning  the  holy  love  of  the  illustrious  knight 
clothed  herself  in  a  feigned  divinity^  and  thus 
won  his  heart.*' 

^' These  are  the  tales  of  the  Christian  priests. 
I  tell  thee  it  was  Valdine,  the  Spirit  of  these 
woods.  But  enough^  how  stands  it  now^ 
comrades  ?'' 
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^^  Now  ?  The  chiefs  will  assemble  to  de- 
cide. LfOrd  Altren  will  refuse  to  wed  Meres- 
vel^  who  avers^  that  he  has  deceived  and 
wronged  her.  The  Sea-king^  vowing  to  avenge 
or  restore  the  honor  of  his  line^  gives  the  chief 
the  choice  between  an  exterminating  war  and 
the  hand  of  his  daughter^  who  burns  to  re- 
venge her  slighted  love  and  has  vowed  death 
to  Altren — ^it  is  rumoured  on  the  nuptial  even- 
ing ! — I  marvel  mueh  how  this  will  end !  To 
day  they  meet^  and  this  sun  will  set  above  the 
marriage  festival  or  the  battle  field/' 

Such  were  the  remarks  heard  in  the  united 
camp. 


The  meeting  was  over.  It  ended  in  amity^ 
and  the  nuptials  of  Altren  and  Meresvcl  were 
to  be  celebrated  on  that  evening.    But  Altren 
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loved  no  more — he  had  said  so^  and  it  was 
known  to  Meresvel)  who  vowed  revenge  for 
her  slighted  passion.  It  was  only  a  feeling  of 
honour  that  prompted  the  chief  to  accede  to 
the  Sea  king's  terms ;  but  his  heart  now  yearned 
towards  Valdine^  by  whom  he  thought  himself 
deserted.  Valdine  who  had  saved  him,  (thus 
he  believed,)  who  still  hovered  around  him,  a 
guardian  spirit,  but  with  whom,  alas !  the  link 
of  love  was  broken. 

The  nuptial  rite  was  past.  Lord  iVltren  and 
Meresvel,  Vasmer  and  Agatha  could  now  no 
more  be  parted.  But  on  the  brow  of  the  chief 
sat  a  stern  sadness — in  the  eyes  of  the  sear 
maiden  gleamed  a  wild  resolve,  aruund  her 
lips  a  scornful  triumph.  Even  the  Sea-king's 
mien  spoke  of  discontent,  whilst  the  far-seeing 
bard  shed  tears  of  sorrow. 

Vasmer  and  Agatha  alone  seemed  to  enjoy  a 
holy  content,  for  they  were  happy  in  each 


B66 


TOE    WOOD     SPIRIT. 


Other.  Errol  gazed  upon  the  whole  scene  with 
R  countenance  of  evident  disGaiisfaction,  for  he 
beheld  the  concluaion  of  a  long  protracted 
war,  which  brought  him  in  its  end  no  solid 
advantage. 

A  festival  of  peace,  in  celebration  of  ihc 
nuptial  rite,  wus  held  in  the  halls  of  Saint 
Eoimeran.  From  without  came  wild  bursts  of 
merriment  and  mingled  din  of  the  united 
soldiery,  who  were  revelling  around  the  walls 
and  formed  a  strange  contrast  with  the  gloomy 
silence  of  the  lordly  banquetters  within. 

There  was  a  restraint  on  all  present,  and 
time  wore  heavily. 

'•  AUren,"  said  Meresvel,  "  how  diSerent 
this  from  our  tirst  meeting  within  these  fated 
walls!     Do'st  ihou  remember?" 

Was  it  a  taunt  ?  Altren  answered  not ;  but 
calling  to  Yrplin  said — 

"  My  bard  !  sing  me  a  song  of  the  lake  of 
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Hertba !  Mayhap  the  gentle  Agatha  will  assist 
thy  memory.'' 

"  Or  the  stealthy  wanderer  in  the  midnight 
camp — the  divine  Valdine/*  and  the  eyes  of 
Meresvel  flashed  fire  as  she  spoke. 

Altren  frowned  and  turned  away.  The  bard 
struck  the  chords  of  his  harp^  but  Altren,  his 
lord,  motioned  him  to  silence. 

"  Thou  seemest  moved,  Lord  Altren.  Nay  ! 
faint,  and  thou  hast  not  yet  tasted  of  the 
bridal  cup — ^receive  it  from  the  hand  of  thy 
Meresvel.*' 

According  to  ancient  rite  the  lord  of  the 
feast  took  th^  first  goblet  at  the  banquet  from 
the  hand  of  his  bride. 

Meresvel  looked  steadily  upon  him  as  he 
quafied  it,  but  as  he  drained  the  last  drop,  she 
smiled,  for  she  beheld  his  look  change  and  his 
brow  turn  pale ! 
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"  Ha!  What  means  this?  The  word  death 
is  graven  at  the  bottom  of  the  goblet  !'^ 

^  It  means  that  thou  hast  read  thy  fate^  and 
that  death  was  in  the  draught.  Didst  thou 
dream,  that  Meresvel  would  deign  to  receive  a 
forced  love  ?  No ! — Traitor !  I  have  bowed 
thee  to  my  wilL  Thou  art  now  irrecoverably 
mine ; — but  thou  art  a  plaything  in  my  hands, 
a  thing  I  scorn  and  scoff  at.  Thou  hast  dared 
to  trifle  with  my  love,  and  for  that  thy  doom  is 
death  !'• 

Up  from  his  seat  rose  Altren ;  forth  flashed 
his  gleaming  scymitar,  as,  waving  it  over  his 
head,  he  cried —  ^ 

"  Treachery  !  Sea- king  !  is  this  thy  honour? 
What  ho  !  The  guard  of  Altren.  Stand  to  your 
arms !  Revenge  !  Revenge." 

Every  guest  started  from  his  seat — every 
sword  was  drawn,  and  impending  strife  hung 
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like  a  thunder-cloud  ready  to  burst  over  the 
festive  hall. 

Calmly  the  Sea-king  rose  from  his  place,  he 
unbelted  his  sword^  and^  casting  it  far  away^ 
advanced  unarmed  to  Altren. 

^^  Chief !  In  any  other  place  a  doubt  like 
this  had  cost  thee  dear ;  but  thou  art  now  at 
my  board,  and  whatever  occurs,  the  laws  of 
hospitality  dare  not  be  violated. — Meresvell 
No  more  a  child  of  mine,  but  a  dishonour  to 
our  race,  I  banish  thee  henceforth,  and  curse 
thee  to  eternal  misery.  Be  ever  restless  and 
troubled  as  the  ocean  waveJ* 

Discordant  war-cries  approaching  from  with- 
out announced  that  Altren's  call  had  reached 
the  nearest  portion  of  his  guard.  Soon  was 
heard  the  clash  of  arms  and  the  din  of  com- 
bat— and  with  a  mighty  rush  through  the 
crashing  portal,  the  main  body  of  the  German 
guard  strode  into  the  sounding  halls;  every 
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sword  was  drawn  to  aveoge  their  lord,  but  he 
advanced  to  meet  them,  and  Torbade  violence 
or  further  progress,  whilst  the  Sea-king  also 
calmed  his  stormy  bands,  and  order  was  again 
restored. 

"Vasmer!"  cried  Altren,  and  hia  voice 
faltered  as  the  shade  of  death  stole  over  his 
brow. — "  Loved  page ! — My  faithful  Vasraer  I 
—I  have  brought  thee  from  thy  southern 
clime,  and  nursed  thy  youth  in  a  rude,  harsh 
scene, — and  thou  hast  been  faithful  to  me  iu 
the  hour  of  need. — Say,  how  can  I  reward  thee  ? 
— The  last  of  my  house, — with  the  hand 
of  death  upon  me, —  how  shall  I  defend 
thee  ?" 

Vasmer  knelt  before  his  lord,  and  his  tears 
fell  fast  upon  the  hand  he  held. 
H  "  Approach,  my  faithful  soldiers  t    approach 

I  brave  and  true-hearted  comrades !  and  bear  ray 

I  last  commands.   Unto  Vasmer,  I  bequeath  my 
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lands  and  all  my  domains. — He  shall  hence- 
forth be  your  lord. — I  could  not  leave  ye  a 
richer  legacy^- approach^  and  render  the  oath 
of  fealty  to  Vasmer,  Lord  of  Altren  !'* 

Vasmer  knelt  in  speechless  grief  and  grati- 
tude, and  those  aged  warriors  came  and  vowed 
homage  and  allegiance  to  the  sorrowing 
youth. 

*^  Is  there  one/'  they  exclaimed^  ^^  who  dares 
challenge  thy  right  ? — Behold  we  are  here  to 
defend  it  to  the  last.'' 

^^  Lord  Altren/'  said  the  Sea-king  to  the 
dying  chief — **  I  owe  thee  much  atonement, 
and  this  is  all  I  can  make — I  will  espouse  the 
cause  of  Vasmer  as  my  own  for  thy  sake. 
Vasmer,  now  Lord  of  Altren,  thy  hand ;  the 
dark  powers  of  ocean  shall  harm  this  land  no 
more ; — their  influence  is  over — for  the  cross 
is  lifted  and  worshipped  throughout  its  whole 
extent." 
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Errol,  seeing  he  had  i 


0  power,  or  right  to 
dispute  the  bequest,  subscribed  to  the  deed, 
and  all  the  minor  chieftains  following  his 
example,  solemnly  acknowledged  Vasmer  as 
the  rightful  Lord  of  AUren. 

Thus  was  founded  the  noble  family  of 
Vasmer  in  Denmark,  of  wliich  many  a  gallant 
scion  still  flourishes  in  honor. 

There  was  &  solemn  pause  none  dared  break, 
for  there  is  a  holiness  in  the  hour  of  death. 
The  noble  brow  of  the  chief  was  bent  low,  and 
his  eyes  fell  upon  the  scarf  of  Hohenstaufen, 
and  upon  the  gentle  flower  it  still  shrouded. 
Was  it  fancy  ?  Was  it  memory  ?  It  seemed 
to  bim  to  bloom  in  that  fatal  hour. 

"  Valdine  1"  cried  Altren,  "  Beloved  and 
wronged  Valdine  !     Where  art  thou  ?" 

As  he  spoke  the  crowd  of  armed  men  at  the 
portals  gave  way,  and  a  beauteous  form  glided 
through  the   opening  ranks. — It  advanced  to 
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the  dying  chief  like  an  angel  come  to  unlink 
the  fetters  of  the  soul,  and  disclosed  to  his 
faint  but  entranced  gaze,  the  loved^  the  divine 
Valdine- 

With  an  angelic  smile  upon  her  heavenly- 
face,  a  beaming  look  of  forgiveness,  hope  and 
love,  she  sunk  upon  his  breast. 

•^  Altren  ! — Thou  art  now  mine  once  more. 
Alas  !  Thou  hadst  betrayed  me,  and  therefore 
we  might  not  be  happy  in  thy  mortal  life, — 
but  thou  hast  repented  in  time — death  has 
cancelled  thy  fault,  and  we  shall  now  be  united 
eternally  in  the  mansions  of  endless  joy,  where 
earthly  passions  can  no  longer  thwart  our 
love !" 

"  Thine !  for  ever  thine  !     Valdine  \" 

A  shriek  rang  through  the  hall  and  the 
startled  crowd  beheld  Meresvel,  rush  away  as 
in  agony,  while  the  curse,  which  the  Sea-king 
had  uttered,  pursued  her. 

VOL.    II.  N 
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«<  I  am  baffled;^  she  cried,  <^  I  am  baffled! 
They  are  miited !" 

She  was  seen  no  more,  but  the  Sea-kiog^s 
curse  was  apon  her,  and  bards  have  sung  that 
she  fled  to  her  native  deep,  finr  she  was  h 
damghter  of  the  sea,  and  there  rewdved  into 
her  own  wild  element,  bnt  still  vindictiye  and 
destroying,  became  the  seventh  wave,  which  is 
never  at  rest,  and  overtaking  the  bark  that 
would  else  escape,  whelms  it  in  the  gulph  of 
death. 

There  was  a  confused  din  and  commotion  in 
the  halls;  when  it  had  subsided^  Altren  and 
Valdiae  were  beheld  no  more.  The  awed  crowd 
believed  that  the  forest-maid  had  taken  him  to 
her  spirit*dwelling,  and  there  were  those  who 
would  point  out  the  green  flowery  island  in  the 
lake  where  they  dwell  in  immortal  love. 

Bards  sung  the  departed  chief,  and  in  their 
minstrelsy  was  pourtrayed  how,  as  in  Vatdine^ 
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the  good  and  beautiful  vfill  always  show  itself^ 
despite  all  earthly  obstacles — and  in  the  fate  of 
Altren  they  depicted)  how  the  slightest  aberra- 
tion from  the  path  of  right  brings  misery  and 
destruction,  and  that  love  can  no  longer  exist 
when  it  sinks  into  the  whirlpool  of  passion. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 


A  dark  storm  raged  upon  the  sea,  and  the 
clashing  waves  rolled  heavily  to  its  voice.  The 
mariner  with  observant  eye  had  long  marked 
its  approach,  and  sought  shelter  as  best  he 
might,  for  no  bark  could  live  in  that  tremen* 
dous  tempest.  No  mast  was  seen  upon  the 
vast  expanse  of  mounting  waters,  or  if  seen,  it 
was  but  for  an  instant,  as  the  waves  overtook. 
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and  beat   it    down  beneath  their  unfathomed 
flow^ 

The  inhabitants  of  the  shore  looked  on  in 
terror,  and  prayed  for  the  doomed  wretches 
who  were  now  perishing  before  the  anger  of 
the  storm. 

How  great  then  was  their  wonder,  when 
they  beheld  a  graceful  bark,  witli  every  white 
sail  streaming,  and  every  pennon  flying 
till  rent  before  the  mighty  breath  of  the 
wind,  stand  out  from  shore  into  the  open 
sea. 

It  was  indeed  a  gallant  bark,  and  gracefully 
it  rode  upon  the  troubled  deep,  flying  on  the 
high  foam  of  the  towering  billows,  like  a  bird 
amid  feathery  clouds. 

On  its  deck  stood  the  Sea*king,  and  Yrplin 
with  his  harp,  which  he  struck  in  the  loudest 
bursts  of  the  storm,  when  the  trembling  plank 
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bent     beneath    him    and    the    white    spray 
dashed  above. 

It  was  thus  the  Sea-king  sought  his  deaths 
as  his  ancestors  had  done^  for  it  was  an  ancient 
custom  of  these  northern  rovers^  when  age  or 
disaster  overtook  them^  to  seek  a  grave  in  the 
tempest-riven  ocean,  and  Yrplin,  who  would 
not  survive  his  lord,  nor  the  ancient  faith  in 
which  he  still  believed,  implored  the  Sea-king's 
permission  to  sing  him  his  death-song,  and 
perish  by  his  side. 

The  winds  bore  them  on  far  over  the  bound- 
ing main,  till  the  northern  light  shone  clear 
upon  the  shattered  sail,  and  the  long  waves 
gradually  subsided  into  silence. 

A  stillness  came  upon  the  air,  and  the  spirit 
of  cold  fanned  them  with  his  wing  of  ice. 

The  wind  had  ceased,  but  all  night  a  low 
sound  glided  over  the  deep,  and  wherever  that 
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sound  was  heard  the  ripple  of  the   water  was 
discernible  no  more ! 

The  bard  watched  and  listened,  and  ever  and 
anon  struck  the  scaldic  harp  above  the  silenced 
sea,  and  pealed  forth  the  following  dirge  : — 


Chief  of  the  north !     From  the  labours  of  war. 

Lay  thee  to  rest  on  thy  pillow  of  death  ! 
For  thy  funeral  torch  heaven  kindles  a  star. 
And  the  tempest,  who  glides  in  the  conquering  car. 

For  thee  words  in  thunder  the  might  of  his  breath. 


Thy  burial-vault  is  the  fathomless  deep, 

And  the  dark  wave  which  hymns  forth  thy  dirge  as  it  flows 
Like  a  true-hearted  mourner  long  vigil  shall  keep, 
And  when  fleets  like  a  pa^ant  above  thee  shall  sweep. 

It  will  toss  in  its  atigei*  the  wfecks  of  thy  foes . 


For  thee  all  the  glorieft  of  bottle  are  ever, 
All  sounddess  the  shield  that  once  clashed  to  the  strife. 
Broken  the  spear  of  the  northern  sea-rover. 
The  ifon-swotii-bl'ide*  is  deprived  of  her  hover, 
Yet  his  true-plighted  faith  did  but  end  with  his  life. 


*  Du  Eisenbraut,  Hurrah  ! — Koemcr. 
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But  above  tbeo,  the  elements,  battle  shall  wage. 
And  the  thunder  shall  dash  like  the  shield  of  the  brave, 
And  the  lightnings  spear-like  shall  flash  in  (heir  rage, 
Milien  the  spirits  of  air  in  a  combat  engage, 
0*er  the  old  northern  sea-monarch's  deep  ocean-grave. 


Bards  have  related  the  death  of  the  Sea- 
king,  clothing  it  with  the  terrors  they  imagined 
to  have  attended  it.  And  it  is  thus  they  have 
described  that  event  ^— 

The  morning  arose  like  a  glorious  pageant 
passing  slowly  up  the  path  of  heaven. — Its  ray 
fell  upon  nought  but  boundless  icy  plains, 
whose  wide  undulating  expanse  was  unbroken, 
save  by  the  Sea-king's  bark.  Alone  it  stood, 
transfixed^  its  torn  sails  falling  around  the 
mast,  and  fast  anchored  by  a  linkless  chain  of 
ice.    Its  shadow  fell  far  in  the  morning  sun^ 
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one  dark  streak  upon  the  glowing  mass.  The 
day  passed  slowly  in  awaiting  a  certain  deaths 
and  the  memories  of  a  long  stirring  life,  rushed 
over  the  warrior  as  he  stood  upon  the  deck  of 
that  bark^  which  had  so  often  bounded  beneath 
him  through  the  tides  of  battle!  Whilst  as  a 
proud  symbol  of  his  approaching  end^  the 
ocean  which  had  so  gladly  borne  him^  laid  now 
as  dead  around ! 

Night  closed  on  the  Sea*king  and  the  bard, 
and  darkness  had  not  long  fallen,  before  they 
heard  deep  groans  come  from  the  depths  of  the 
waters  beneath,  and  the  vessel  began  to  move 
¥^ithout  wind  or  wave  !•— -They  knew  well  the 
hollow  tone  of  the  ground-swell ;  which  came  to 
them  like  the  voice  of  death ! 

After  a  time  a  distant  wind  was  heard  on 
the  skirts  of  the  icy  alps,  and  the  ocean  break- 
ing its  bonds  with  a  thunder-burst,  rolled  the 
mountain-masses  of  frozen   water   upon  the 
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fated  ship.  The  burdened  surge  rushed  fierce^ 
ly  against  its  sides^  and  distant  crashes  told, 
how  mass  after  mass  was  detaching  and  driving 
towards  them.  The  graceful  bark  rose  from 
each  successive  blow^  and  stretching  its  shat- 
tered sail  to  the  powerful  blast,  that  with 
commanding  voice  stirred  up  the  fountains  of 
the  awakened  deep,  swept  further  into  the 
whirling  eddies  that  raged  around. 

Profound  darkness  was  now  folded  over  the 
struggle,  as  with  majestic  sweep  the  icy  moun*- 
tains  closed,  and  whelmed  the  crushed 
vessel  in  their  stern  embrace. 

The  Sea-king  clashed  his  spear  against  his 
shield  as  when  in  battle  ;  the  bard  still  struck 
in  death  the  strings  of  his  harp,  and  they  sunk 
from  the  parting  deck  into  the  fathomless 
abyss. 

The  ocean  heaved  ice-berg  upon  ice*berg, 
till  they  towered  a  mighty  mountain  as  though 
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building  a  mausoleum  for  the  dead^  and  nor- 
thern mariners  say^  that  mass  has  never  been 
melted  since,  when  sun  and  storm  have  parted 
all  the  rest,  it  still  rises  high  above  the  surface 
of  the  sea,  and  still  forms  the  Sea-king's 
tomb. 

By  some  it  is  believed  he  never  sunk  into 
the  depth  of  waters,  but  that  he  sleeps  in 
his  crystal  shroud,  while  oceian  becomes  his 
bard,  pealing  his  funeral  knell  as  it  strikes 
the  wave-strings  of  its  mighty  harp. 


THE  VIKINGR  BARK. 


The  vikingr  bark  is  on  the  wave, 
The  tempest  on  the  deep; 

Companions  o*er  the  loud  sea-grave, 
The  storm  and  king-ship  sweep. 
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The  white  cloud  clings  to  Odin*B  hall — 
The  white  sail  to  the  mast, 

Loud  sounds  the  sea-king's  tempest-calU 
As  loud  as  tempest-blast 


The  bright  spear  flashes  on  the  deck — > 
The  bard  his  death-song  sings, 

While  lightning  o'er  the  destined  wreck, 
Portentous  lustre  flings. 


The  thunder-storm  walks  wild  before, 
And  points  with  finger  red. 

To  where,  beneath  old  oc«an*8  roar. 
Still  homes  await  the  dead. 


The  bark  drives  on,  though  graves  around, 

Are  hollowed  by  the  wind. 
It  clears  the  chasms  with  a  bound. 

And  leaves  the  storm  behind. 


The  waves  run  low,  and  hushed  the  gale, 
Far  northward  in  the  night, — 

'Till  clear  upon  the  shattered  sail. 
Gleams  full  the  northern  light. 
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There's  nought  around,  but  a  muttered  sound, 

A  gliding  on  the  sea. 
Where  e'er  that  passed  the  waves  are  glassed, 

And  still  88  still  may  be  1 


The  spirit  of  the  northeni  cold. 
His  Tfings  of  ice  had  spread, 

And  wildest  waves  that  highest  rolled. 
Are  still  and  frozen  dead  I 


The  scaldic  harp  sounds  faint  and  low, 

Up^  a  waveless  sea, 
But  thrilling  on  the  night  air  flow, 

The  waves  of  harmony. 


Now  swells  amain  a  stirring  strain. 

And  peals  a  warlike  blast — 
As  though  'twould  wake  the  waves  again, 
'  Neath  frost-chains  fettered  fast. 


* 
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The  sun  is  risen  on  die  sea, 
A  glorious  SUB  and  bright. 

But  ocetn  gazes  silently. 
Upon  his  brow  of  light ; 


For  ice  is  all  above  it  thrown, 
A  smooth  and  glittering  plain. 

And  the  Sea-king's  bark  is  anchored  lone, 
With  a  linkless  icy  chain. 


The  sun  is  setting  on  the  deep. 
That  gleams  against  its  ray. 

Its  beams  like  flitting  pageants  sweep, 
And  flash  and  fleet  away. 


The  night  has  folded  dark  around. 

Its  shadows  as  they  fell — 
And  muttered  came  the  low  death-sound, 

Of  the  deeply  heard  ground-swell. 


The  bark  it  rocked  without  a  breeze. 
It  rocked  without  a  wave, 

While  far  below  the  tortured  seas, 
Low  groans  of  anguish  gave. 
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They  groaned  and  heaved  as  one  in  pain, 

Then  gathering  all  their  might. 
In  thunders  burst  their  clankless  chain, 

Upon  that  fearful  night. 


The  ice-sheets  crashing  swept  around, 

And  struck  the  vessel's  side, 
The  harp  gave  one  long  parting  sound, 
As  the  bard  swept  its  string  in  a  farewell  wild, 
And  the  Sea-king  waved  his  spear  and  smiled ! 
Ere  they  sunk  beneath  the  awakened  tide, 
Thus  the  bard  and  the  sea-king  died. 


THE    END. 


T.  C.  Ncwby,  Printer,  Angel  Hill,  Bury. 
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